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  57 Chevy


   


  She arises out of nowhere on a deserted stretch of road.


  Where the dry land shimmers with heat, where you can see for miles the endless ribbon of hot asphalt stretched out in front of your eyes, he sees his first glimpse of her. He thinks at first it’s a mirage, the turquoise and white Chevy, with a blonde girl sitting on its hood. But he slows from an 85 mile an hour clip to a snail’s pace just to see if she’ll vanish as soon as he approaches. He stops his battered pick-up when he realizes that she is no mere apparition.


  Like a phantom from his wet daydreams there she is, her long smooth legs dangling beyond the thin dress. Pale pink, peach and faded yellow flowers meander about the transparent fabric, while the dress barely covers her slinky limbs and her thin torso. In the light he sees through the fine material, how her large breasts are pushed against the flowers, how her waist curves, how her hips below blossom, and how she parts her legs so he can see the outline of her cunt. There’s even a damp spot on the dress where she’s pressed her fingers to her hole and the juice has stained it.


  “Car broke down?” he asks.


  He squints facing the sun, raising his hand over his brow so he can see her better. Tanned arms reveal downy sunbleached hair, matching the wind blown straw colored locks that dangle in his face.


  “I think so,” she says giggling, though she doesn’t make an effort to move. “You know something about cars?” Something sensuous about her lips, he wants to move right in and kiss them.


  “Yeah, sure,” he says. He runs his hands through his hair, pushing it back, and startling blue eyes appear, framed by darker brows. His T-shirt hugs his chest, his nipples poking through as clearly as hers poke through her dress.


  He can’t help staring down at her as she bends her knees up to her chest and parts her legs wide. Where her ass meets the hood of the Chevy he can see her bare pink cunt. Caught off guard he stares beyond his embarrassment, as the sun bounces off the gold rings embedded in her labia. Six, he thinks, three on either side, and one wet hole between, he sees glisten in the sun.


  “You want me to look under the hood?” he asks. He hesitates, though not his cock, that bobs against his denim blues. Hot—so hot he thinks it might explode.


  She giggles again and shakes her head no.


   



  She reaches between her legs, drawing the skirt up just an inch or two, and takes one ring bedecked finger of her right hand and slips it into the small hole. Then she pulls at the piercings, drawing the labia aside so he can see the purple hue of her inner folds.


  “You can fuck me if you like,” she whispers softly. In her eyes lust drips like water from a lazy old faucet. Slow and languid her limbs ooze with sexual intent, drawing him into her closer, a step at a time. She sways just slightly as if she’s keeping time to music only her loins can hear.


  “You mean right here? Right now?” He shakes his head and looks down the road. “There’s a motel …” he starts.


  “Shush.” Her red puckered lips against her index finger quiet him. “I’m ready now.”


  He hesitates, but she has him on the tether of her droopy eyes. At the bumper of the Chevy he reaches out with his thick well-used hands to part her thighs further. He gazes down between them while she smiles.


  His hands, more impulsive than his reason, reach out and grab her hips to pull them close. Fingers at his zipper open the fly and withdraw his cock. It bobs momentarily in his hand, the last bit of hesitation. With the nod of her head as approval, he throws away logic and presses himself into her opening—that small place expanding with eager welcome around the throbbing organ.


  “Ah, yes,” she murmurs softly as she lies back against the hood of the car, while he pulls her groin tight to his and begins to thrust. With her arms reaching out to either side of her like she’s grabbing bed sheets beneath her, she’s laid out for him like some vision of womanhood sent from the gods. He drinks in her sex as if he’s gulping wine. Her writhing torso gyrates her cunt. She moans, whimpers and jerks so hard, he thinks she’ll jerk him out. She comes. He knows that by the way her inner muscles squeeze down hard. But she’s much too quick for him. He’s still on the rise about to feel himself splash over that erotic edge. He hopes she’ll let him finish but she opens her eyes.


  “My ass,” she says, now more like a dragon breathing fire than the sumptuous siren rising from the desert. Drawing up her legs so that his prick pulls out, he sees the shiny metal rings that thread through her vaginal lips. He feels them because he’s never felt anything like it before—some mark of sexual power, or obedience—or both. Perhaps they’re one in the same. A tug at the forward rings and she cries softly. “My ass,” she repeats, and she turns her hips so she’s lying face down on the old Chevy’s hood, her ass bare, ready for him.


  “In your ass?” he questions.


  She hisses her reply and parts her legs, her feet on the bumper, so he can see the target easily, that puckering hole already wet with juice that was dripping from her cunt.


  His fingers slide in first as he draws more of her dew from its fountain source below. When they slip easily in and out he moves in closer and presses the hard head of his cock against what seems to be a tiny hole. He watches it expand as he forces the thick stalk beyond the opening door. Her backdoor scent, that odd perfume of earth and darkness and diabolical things, transports him back in time, to his darkest sexual hours. He’s no longer in the desert screwing a curious enchantress, but in a place where lecherous men fuck reckless whores.


  “Yes, god yes,” she cries in muted tones barely audible to his ears. Her pulsing rhythms draw him inside her, the sensation profound. More. She clamors for more, thrashing about on the hood of the car, demanding his prick go deep, demanding that he pick up the pace so that his balls slap against her ass, so that he must grab her flesh and hold on tight.


  “My cunt,” she groans.


  Her meaning clear, it’s his fingers that find the lips and hole and the dangling metal. It’s his fingers that tug hard, that jerk the rings and pinch her clit. But it’s his cock that feels the benefit when her body explodes for a second time.


  She gasps for breath, exhausted, but unable to stop the rollicking gyrations. She squeezes hard and his own gut wrenches. With a final thrust, he shoots.


   


  Laid out. Spread eagle. Face down on the Chevy, he sees her breathing an even measured breath. He dabs his cock on the back of her thigh and then puts it back inside his jeans.


  The transparent dress is bunched about her waist, while her wasted bottom remains in its lazy repose, showing signs of a good fuck—where he’d held her flesh tightly and kneaded it until it turned red. The color will fade soon, but for the moment, her bottom is a fine thing to look at. He parts her ass cheeks one last time with his fingers to see where he’d impaled her.


  “Your car didn’t need fixing, did it?” he asks her.


  “Hummm,” is the only sound he hears from her.


  “Shall I go?” he wonders aloud.


  “Ooo, no,” she suddenly finds her real voice. “Just one last thing.” She turns about. “Your lips,” she says pointing down to her pierced lower lips.


  “My lips?” he questions, and she nods yes.


  With a shrug and a smile he accommodates her again, his tongue doing a dance about the rings and flesh and warm wet hole, until she shrieks with her muted voice one more time and then goes limp. Falling back against the hood of the Chevy, she looks as if she’ll melt into the metal.


   



   The sun, once so high above, droops down low, as if it’s been hours that have past. He could swear that their fuck took only minutes, but the facts belie that. The shadows on the surrounding mountains have been altered by the time of day. So long, they stretch across the desert like sulking phantoms. He notes the hour hand on his watch, staring at it as if something has gone awry. It’s late, much too late. And yet, the second hand ticks off the seconds as it always has, and he knows that somehow he’s lost reality under the spell of the woman lingering on her 57 Chevy.


  “Can I help you up?” he asks her.


  She’s on her side, her long thighs pressed together so that he can barely see the glistening rings, though they still peek at him. With her blonde head resting on her thin white arm she looks at peace. A coy smirk reminds him how she greeted him, though now she’s naked. Her dress somehow discarded, lies in the dust beside the car, as if it belonged there.


  “No,” she answers him, “I think I’ll rest awhile.”


  Any other lone woman on a lonely road, he’d never leave like this; but this one knows what she wants and he doesn’t argue. There’s little way to say goodbye. No thought of meeting again. He wouldn’t even know how to ask since she belongs to another world.


  Walking back to the pick-up truck he climbs inside, all the while staring at her smiling face. Pulling into the highway, he drives by slow for one last look at her silky white shape and the hint of gold between her legs. Lying there, as if she has nothing better to do than shag strangers in a barren desert, she waves him on with the happy grin. And he takes off.


  A little remorse, a little pang of fear grip him in that first instant down the road. He’s left her too quickly. He should have made sure her car would start. A girl, any girl has no business on this deserted stretch of asphalt. He thinks the thoughts, sure he should turn back. But then all that concern disappears. One look in the rear view mirror, he sees the truth.


  She’s gone.


   



  No turquoise and white 57 Chevy.


  No girl, no cunt, no glistening gold, no sensuous limbs.


  She’s gone.


  It hasn’t been minutes since he’d left her side, it’s only been seconds and she’s gone, disappeared into the ethers of the heat. Where? He’s not about to ask. Shaking his head, he moves on, guns the engine on the truck and heads off towards the purple sky.


  I Never Complain About A Gangbang


   


   


  The lights are low in the theatre, just those tiny lights at the end of each row. They illuminate feet, but not faces. In this place no one really wants to be seen. It thrives on shadows and what’s done in the dark. Only when the celluloid images on the screen in front suddenly brighten, showing some milk white ass or thighs rendered on the theatre wall, do the patrons risk being noticed.


  I walk in swishing my ass, knowing that there are a dozen eyes peering out of the darkness through the dingy haze of cigarette smoke, waiting expectantly for a little more light to flicker on the screen so they can see a woman in the flesh. I’m a rare commodity in this theater of men. And the sleazier I look the better for the show.


  The third row, right in the center. It’s my favorite place. There I beg to be seen, beg to be approached and I know I will be. A woman alone in the theater, I’m sure I’ll have company as soon as the guys figure out that I don’t have a date still getting popcorn in the lobby. (Actually they don’t serve popcorn in this movie house—strictly sexual thrills)


  I’m always amazed how polite they are when they approach, and the one this day is no different. Black, a mellow chocolate, his white teeth flash when he smiles. His braided dredlocks make me think he’s from the Caribbean, and an accent I’m not too familiar with suggests the same.


  We watch the movie even though our attention is focused on each other. I like him, I decide. It really doesn’t take but a few seconds to discover the sexual attraction. Apparently he likes me too, either that or he’s too horny to care. Men can’t be choosy in a theatre, just bold. We watch the naked bodies on the screen while our temperatures rise. He begins to fidget and so do I. I can feel my pussy getting itchy, the thought of his crotch against mine keeps my hips moving softly against the seat. Then, by some mutual agreement, I rise for him, turn towards his eyes and throbbing groin, and begin to dance. He stares at my hips, then glances towards my eyes. The “come-ons” clear so I let my body lead.


  There’re just two buttons on my sweater. One undone, the heavy mounds descend a little further, the cleavage appears more noticeable. And with his eyes staring at my chest, my nipples go hard with excitement. I can see he wants the other button, but I tease him for awhile. I know he likes the show, as he’s forgotten about the girls on the screen taking cock in their mouths.


  The tease goes on until I let the second button free. Then so goes the sweater. I let it drop to the floor without a second thought. What he sees are nearly naked breasts since my push-up remains, the half-cup kind that raises the flesh but covers nothing. My skin jiggles above it making me look much more generously endowed than I really am. There are no complaints from my admirer.


  He likes the dance. And I can see what more he wants when he glances down at my crotch still hidden by a skirt that just barely keeps it from view. I like it that way. I’m still not sure how much I’ll bare for his eyes and for those others that have made quite a crowd around me. Sometimes I dance strictly naked. But not today, I think. I like to keep them wanting more. And yet, I’m only vaguely aware of the other men with cocks in hand, those that jack-off while they lick their lips wishing they were in the seat where my black admirer sits.


  I’m tempted to rub myself, but then I have other thoughts. The thought of his body and mine connecting, flesh to flesh.


  Communicating my message with simple body language and the look in my eyes, I see his legs close enough so that I can straddle him on either side with mine, then climb on his lap to dance against his crotch. He dances back when he feels my pussy rub against his pants. With his hand he feels up under the skirt finding that I’m wearing no panties. I’m glad the seats are wide, that I can scootch down in so that my nakedness connects with the cock underneath his jeans. While my groin throbs against him, my breasts dangle in his face. Nipples meet his mouth and he takes them to suck. I lean back a little, expanding my chest, letting the other men get a good view while they remain hands-off on the sidelines. The black man’s hands are at my back supporting me, until they drop down to fondle my ass. When he pushes the skirt away, he holds each cheek in a hand and squeezes gently. I’m humping him hard and he’s humping back.


  “Turn around,” he whispers and I catch his message. Climbing off his lap, I wait as he takes out his cock. I see the size and cringe happily, realizing how full I’ll feel to have this one driven up my cunt. Descending to it, I feel the head enter where it’s wet. A little dance at the top, I listen to him groan, then I sit right down so the full thick prick is way deep inside. We bounce together as his hands reach around to grab my breasts and hang on while he thrusts hard. I’m groaning, leaning back exposing more of me, taunting the boys in the theatre with what they can’t have.


  My lover’s hands begin to rove my flesh in front, one hand pulling away the short skirt to find my labia and my clit. Good fingers—deft and skillful fingers—pinch and squeeze me there so I buck harder yet. He knows the action makes my crotch jolt, so his cock jolts in me. We’re hitting a peak, a real frenzy of hot maneuvers. Nothing planned, nothing by design, just raw stuff, whatever comes to mind, whatever feels good that will takes us to the finish.


  In sync, the climax comes when our sweat’s dripping and his hands are crawling all over me, and I’m working myself into his cock, taking every orgasmic feeling I can take. I hear him groan, something mellow and lush about his finish.


   


   Once we complete the act, I lean forward and rest my head on the seat in front of me. The man in my cunt stays still, recuperating too. I’m not completely satisfied, I’m not sure he is either. It’s raw what’s in me. In this theatre, where the naked images of fucking bodies keep parading on the screen in front of us, where there are thirsty men surrounding us, ogling the display —something to talk about with friends the next time they’re drunk —”Hey you should have seen the broad and the big black guy at the old Savoy …”, I’m only half satisfied.


  There’s something more I haven’t gotten yet. Something crazy, like really over the edge, far out fucking to oblivion.


  My black friend feels it too, feels how my pulsing cunt keeps his dick hard. He’s virile enough for two in a row, I’m thinking. And without another thought, we unclench and move out of center stage to the men’s john. There’s a bench there, padded no less. I saw it once before when I screwed my boy friend of the hour in the last stall. This time it’ll be all public. Me with my back on the bench, my legs forced wide apart by this boy friend’s hands. Yep. He’s still hard enough to shove it inside, I notice as he moves down on me. We hump more, my body wanting the impact of his thick prick shoved so deep it hurts. He stays for a while, and when he finally pulls out, I’m not sure if he’s come again. But that doesn’t seem to matter to either one of us.


  For me, his prick is replaced by another. I wonder if they’re lining up outside the door, or if it’s just the four that hover around me with their dicks in hand that plan to take me?


  The next one, not as big, is easier for me to handle. Not that I really want that. I’m glad when the third man barely fits, when I’m feeling so full I struggle to open as wide as he desires me. He isn’t a gentle lover at all. But pounds me so it hurts, and I start to cry theses big ecstatic tears. The fourth man’s like a little piece of myself (on my more mellow days) descending to me, all velvety soft, like a cool balm soothing the fiery insides. I loose myself for awhile in him, until that dick pulls out and I’m back with my dredlocked black man, riding his once again eager prick to the brink of another ecstasy for him and another cum for me.


  I’ve had hands on me, my breasts mauled, my body turned over like a bitch hound so that I can be pummeled doggy style. I’ve climax half a dozen times, and let the men’s slippery juice get sticky on my thighs and ass. I’ve made a good show, in an exhibitionist’s dreamland, exposing what’s bad about me to a grateful crowd. I think it’s been a good day’s work. And no one around me disagrees.


   


  I never complain about a gangbang. You get what you get when you dance in front of such hungry eyes. This one was better than the last, maybe not as good as the next will be. It’s a crazy way to love myself, but it works. Like a mellow pup, I’ll sleep well tonight, and take fond memories into tomorrow.


  Will I be back tomorrow? Hell no. But I will return, just like I did today, when I’m insanely foolish, and absurdly horny, and in need of lots of cock to scour out my cunt.


  Heat


   


  Heat,


  burning passionate heat


  consuming all that’s not real,


  scouring clean the dust filled echoes


  of my hidden desires,


  burning the purity of my true self


  deeply into the tainted remnants of my soul


   


  Heat


  burning passionate heat


  calling me to its pristine beauty,


  leaving only that


  which has withstood the cleansing fire


  of its white hot kiln—


  the master sculptor purifying the clay


  before refiring the mold


  that was me before time began


   


  Heat


  burning passionate heat


  dry, pagan, sensual, alive,


  makes me crawl in the sun’s wild orgy


  of continuous replenishing orgasm,


  blinds me with the natural desires


  of life bursting forth in plumes of living flame,


  with heat


  burning passionate heat.


   


  KH


  The Gambling Debt


   


   “You are Jessica Paltrow?”


  She cracked the door and peeked out at the men on the other side.


  “Yes?”


  “Nick Paltrow’s wife?


  “I am,” she said, hesitating. “Is something the matter?”


  “In a manner of speaking, Mrs. Paltrow. You need to come with us.”


  Her green eyes moved from the stout balding man to the taller one with the dark complexion and the trimmed mustache. Neither one looked friendly.


  “Your husband’s in some trouble and needs your help.”


  “Trouble? About what?”


  “A debt, Mrs. Paltrow. A gambling debt. If you want to see him again, you’d better come with us.” The silver gun tucked into his pants flashed in the pale yellow light from the outside lamp.


  “I’ll get dressed,” she said. She started to close the door, but the stocky man’s shoulder butted against it and the two men walked in.


  She was wearing just a peach silk wrapper, her round breasts and ass cheeks swaying against the fabric. Her startling auburn hair fell to her bare neck. She hadn’t combed it, or put it up in a bun.


  “Something sexy, Mrs. Paltrow. The boss wants to see what he’s getting.”


  She turned and stared at the swarthy little man—the one that did the talking. His eyes, like two small beads peered out at her from his puffed up face. She was afraid to ask the question on the tip of her tongue, so she disappeared into the bedroom.


  “Make it quick,” she heard the bald man call.


   



  The back room at the Brickyard Tavern was as filled with smoke as the rest of the seedy joint. Sluts moved against the guys at the informal bar, rubbing breasts and asses against the drinking men’s thighs. Hands combed bare skin and pulled up skirts already so short they were just one swish of an ass away from showing off pussy.


  Jess wore her black mini and a skin-tight tank top she knew would be appropriate for any joint where Nick gambled. She fit right in. It wasn’t her idea to match the other clientele, but then, it wasn’t often that men came to her door brandishing guns and ordering her to come with them.


  At the back of the room, the bald man pushed her beyond a faded velvet curtain; she almost stumbled in her heels. She caught herself, hanging on to the door jamb, and then found her eyes on Nick, sitting nervously at the far side of the room. There were several other men with faces as grim as the two men who brought her to this place. Flustered, she wasn’t sure which dour-faced man to turn to, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to look at Nick.


  “Ah, Mrs. Paltrow.” The voice came from behind her and she turned around. “Nick was right. You are a hot item.”


  “Who are you?” Jess had hardly found her voice, but this much she could ask.


  In the smoky darkness it was hard to make out the man’s face, but it took only an instant to know that he was the power in the room. He gave the orders, made the demands and no one would cross him. In his right hand he twirled a gun; the sight of it made Jess feel weak.


  “Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you, at least not in the way that you think.” His smile was generous. Such a handsome face. On any other day, she might have found him attractive. His tan stood out against his bright white shirt. His curly dark hair was clipped close. She might have even made a move on him in a legitimate bar. But not here, certainly not here. No good would come of this, except perhaps escaping with her life. “The gun scare you?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she whispered.


  “I’m sorry, that’s the last thing that I want to do. In fact, you just need to relax, Mrs. Paltrow. Jack,” he called to one of the guys. “Get the lady some scotch.” A body scurried around behind her and quickly deposited a glass in Jess’s right hand. “Drink it down.”


  She was afraid to turn down the liquor so she took it in two quick gulps. The glass disappeared, but nothing else changed; she was still staring at the handsome brutal face in front of her. And from the side of her eye, she could still see the quivering form of her husband looking as if he had a gun to his head. Then again, maybe he did.


  “He put you on the table, Mrs. Paltrow. No money left, I guess all he had was you to pay his debt.”


  Her eyes were instantly wide in wonder.


  “Said all kinds of nice things about you too,” he went on. “Like how you like to screw all kinds of ways. A real hot piece of ass, I think that was what he said.”


  She looked towards her husband and saw the expression on his face turn from fear to regret.


  “No, no way,” she shook her head.


  “Oh, yes,” the man countered. “You’re mine, Mrs. Paltrow. For forty-eight hours, no less, no more.”


  “No!” She found her real voice this time. Shouted from her gut, her eyes flashed and her fists clenched as if she might just pummel the man.


  “Oh, yes,” he smiled again nodding, self assured. “It’s a simple deal, Mrs. Paltrow, or perhaps I should call you Jess?” She didn’t respond. “He had no money, but he did have you. Said you purred like a kitten when you got hot.”


  “He had no right, and I’m not his!” she declared.


  “Perhaps, but that really doesn’t matter now, does it? After seeing you, I know what I want. Let me lay it on the line for you, Jess. There’s no way out, unless of course you’d like a cockless husband. Think about it.”


  Her eyes glimpsed the terror in Nick’s eyes and then turned back to the tanned-faced man. “You are vile,” she seethed.


  “And clever too. I also know when a woman’s going to love what I have to give.”


  “I will not!”


  “Don’t be so sure,” he advised her. He turned towards another man. “We’ll start with her upstairs. If she screams we won’t alarm anyone.”


  “What are going to do?” she asked.


  He snickered.


  “Let’s just say I like my female flesh well used before I get to them. And aren’t I lucky. A whole room full of dick who would like your cunt.”


  “No!” Her eyes flashed again and she lunged at him, only to feel two strong arms behind her, restraining her movement.


  “Don’t resist, Jessica. Part of the debt already includes a good flogging of your pretty flesh; don’t make me have to really punish you. That could be painful.”


  “You can’t,” she murmured. She was out of breath, almost choked with fear.


  “It’s sex, yes. But make no mistake, this is a big debt your husband owes me. And you’re going to pay it off exactly as I want. Keep in mind, I’ve left marks, permanent ones on the asses of women who’ve resisted me.” He turned towards the bald man. “Take her upstairs.”


  “Nooooo,” she cried, her face screwed up so all her pretty features were contorted.


  Two men behind her grabbed her limp arms and dragged her to the staircase where they practically had to carry her up the creaky steps.


  Six men entered with her: the two holding her arms, her husband, the two goons that held him at gunpoint, and the handsome man with the curly dark hair and the sparkling eyes that did all the talking.


  “You know this doesn’t have to be painful,” he spoke again. The two men behind Jess took her to the center of the room, and pulled her arms up tight to meet a pair of wrist cuffs dangling there. Both wrists fastened, they backed away. “If you’ve never felt a lash on your body, I’m sure you’ll find it quite a rush. That’s if you give in to it.”


  “No, no, I can’t, I won’t,” she cried.


  “Well, that’s okay too,” he said smugly. “Feel it any way you like. Just know we’re not going to stop until we’ve made every inch of your body burn. Jack here does it like a pro. And me? Well, you’ll get a good taste of how I wield a lash.” He turned to Nick. “And you, my friend, you get to watch and then you get to wait. You get to watch your wife whipped for you; you get to watch her raped. And as if that’s not enough, when I finally get her, when she’s that limp, seductive tigress of a submissive woman, you’ll get to sit here and wait, thinking about how I’m having her. You’ll get to think about the things that she’s doing to my dick, and how I’m taking her ass. You’ll get to wonder if you’ll have a wife left after I’m finished with my forty-eight hours. You never know.” All ears in the room listened, Jess’s especially tuned to the wrath in the man’s speech. And to her dismay, there were more than just anger and fear crawling through her limbs and loins: something sexual was happening, and she hated that. “Take down her skirt and cut off the top,” he ordered.


  Seconds later Jessica was nude, a dangling centerpiece in a room of eyes feasting happily on her bare breasts, her ass, and smooth shaved cunt. (How they could have come for her just when she’d finished her weekly ritual shaving in the bath seemed uncanny, as if she was actually anticipating this very moment long before it ever happened.) To make matters worse, her nipples were tightening as though she was excited. And there was the stickiness between her legs, suggesting arousal. Would her assailant notice?


  The lash struck like lightening. The man with the handsome face and curly dark hair began, working his way around her body, flogging her with a many tailed whip. The talons, soft and vicious, stung, caressed her skin and then made her jerk when he let the thing fly without restraint. All his muscles into the blow, she screamed in agony, and wrenched to get away from another strike. It was a foolish exercise, being cuffed as she was.


  The blows rained down on her without regard to location, her large breasts bobbed covered with a rash of red she could see when she looked down. Her thighs burned, her ass was on fire, and her shoulders took the brunt of the beating for a while, as though he was pounding her into submission. And so he did. Worst of all, the whip struck her pussy and when she tried to get away, turning her hips aside, the handsome man only let loose more viciously, landing strikes against her sides where it was so tender she thought he was cutting her skin.


  She bowed her head, and he didn’t like that. “Look up at me, bitch!” he scowled.


  She heard his threatening voice and responded with a proud gaze into his eyes. He was on fire again, drawing inspiration from her spitefulness. He liked the beauty in her haughty bearing, even if he was making her submit.


  “Ram a dildo in her cunt and see if she comes on it while you’re whipping her,” he said to the men in the room. He threw the whip to Jack and stopped at the door. “Then rape her until she’s exhausted. She’ll be ready for me then.”


  He disappeared behind the door and there was a sudden scuffle of men taking up their places about the dangling Jess. From behind, someone shoved a thick fake prick into her pussy, and secured it with a rope around her waist and then between her legs. When the dildo hit bottom she cried as if something had ripped right through her. The blows began again, this time from Jack. His was an uninspired, but thorough thrashing of her flesh. What was not already red, became so. What was burning felt like flames. What she suffered before only amplified. She screamed, but was too far gone to hear the sound of her voice.


  And then suddenly, it stopped.


   


  Jess went limp. Her mind, once numb, began to drift back into consciousness. The fake prick removed, it was pressed to her lips, her own musty smelling crotch having deposited its thick dew.


  “I’d say you came,” one man sneered. “Lick it!”


  She hesitated, but his scowl was ghastly, so she opened her mouth to taste it. After all, it wasn’t like she hadn’t done it before.


   


  There was some relief when her arms came down, that ever present aching was slowly diminished as the blood returned to her limbs. Pushed to the floor however, the rape began at her mouth, one prick after another pressed to her lips until she relented and let them inside where they dove deep. She lapped their juice, sucked hard and prayed with each one that it would be the last; though it was endless—at least it seemed so. It seemed like hours she was fed their flesh until for some reason they tired of her mouth. Then, dragged to a bench, they had her cunt while each man worked her ass with probing fingers.


  Another oblivion attained, she lost sense of time and self and the men that raped her. At one point, in some unexpected moment of clarity, she looked up to see Nick’s eyes staring down at her, the little man. The broken defeated slut of a man sat motionless in his chair, his hands tied behind his back, a gun bobbing through the air about his head, to remind him not to look away. She felt sorry for him for an instant, and then went on mindlessly getting fucked.


  Jess thought she wasn’t connected to the act, but she was. She knew it when the constant pounding turned into something beyond violation and her muscles tightened and a pulse of electricity shot through her. The pulse of satisfaction was brief, but undeniable.


  Lying on her back as her assailants got their second wind, the rape commenced until it was the men that were exhausted, not her. She drifted in and out of wakefulness waiting for the end, until she found herself lifted from the scratchy bench and taken down the stairs and into the night.


   



  ***


   



  “Did you sleep well?” he asked her.


  “Yes, I was exhausted,” she answered. She hardly remembered the hours she was passed out in the cool smelling bed with the clean white sheets. She didn’t discover until the morning that she was in the dark man’s bed. “You know I don’t even know your name,” Jess said


  “My, how forgetful of me,” he said smiling. “Ben Kite.”


  Jess looked up at the gilded ceiling of the restaurant. Strange, the only sounds around them were chamber music, tinkling glassware and muffled voices. Did everyone speak in a whisper?


  “You look as if you survived your punishment?”


  “It’s not hard to survive,” she replied. She felt silly dressed in silk, knowing there were marks all over her flesh where she’d been whipped. And still, the silk feeling like whipped cream against her sore skin, there was some pleasure in that.


  “Humm. I detect that in you,” Ben remarked.


  “So why am I here?” she asked.


  “For my pleasure of course.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “It’s not yours to understand, dear one. This is my fantasy. You have what?” He looked at his watch. “Maybe six, seven hours to go. Just let it fly by like all the rest. Some wine?”


  She accepted a glass since he was in charge, and the cool liquid soothed a throat that was parched from screaming, crying and being entered by a half dozen pricks.


  She stared down at her dress again. Pink silk no less, like she was a piece of candy. She always thought pink clashed with her hair. Apparently Ben did not. Sexy, the dress was slit halfway up the side, the neck line low in front. When Ben told her to put it on, she balked. There were marks visible from the night before—little lines where the lash struck and injured the skin at the top of her breasts. When she’d pointed them out to Ben, his only comment was, “so what?”


  “And you find this fantasy a pleasure?” she said as if to mock him.


  “Of course, and so do you.”


  “Never.”


  “They said you came.”


  “But they really didn’t know, did they?”


  “But you do,” he answered back with a sly grin, as if he knew too and it would be their little secret. “You’re wearing nothing under the dress?” he asked.


  “You dressed me.”


  “Ah, yes. I did.”


  “Then cross your legs and pull your skirt above your thighs.”


  “So you can see my cunt?”


  He smiled and waited.


  “You know, you’re very good. I imagine under the right circumstances you’d really enjoy this,” he observed. “But then of course, you have dear Nick to think about, poor man, suffering there in the Brickyard wondering what reprehensible things are happening to his wife.”


  Jess didn’t reply.


  “Perhaps he doesn’t even care. I bet that’s what you’re thinking,” he surmised. “Gamble his wife. A fool’s game indeed.”


  “I’d rather not talk about him,” she said, biting her lip.


  “No, I suppose not. I suppose you’d rather get on with things. Then again so would I.”


  They’d eaten a four course meal, with a half dozen glasses of wine. Jess felt woozy. While Bed Kite maintained his unwavering control. Then of course he was not the one who’d been kidnapped at gun point.


  “You see that man at the bar?” he said, pointing just over her left shoulder.


  She turned towards the handsome mirrored bar where the glassware glistened so it almost hurt her eyes. “The gray-haired one?”


  “Exactly. Go show him the marks on your tits.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me?”


  “Here? Right here?” She was astounded.


  “No one will notice.”


  She shook her head. “No, no I can’t. Something’s …”


  “You didn’t think you could live through last night, but you did. And you’ll live through this night too.”


  “But …”


  “If I have to use the whip to correct your misbehavior, you will bleed,” he advised her.


  Such choices. Half drunk anyway, she wondered why she objected. And without hesitating again, she rose from her chair and tiptoed to the elegant bar and sat down next to the elegant man with the silver gray hair and the rich brown tan.


  “He said you’d want to see my breasts,” she whispered to him when he turned towards her.


  “Only if they’ve been marked,” the man replied. He was cool, a dangerous kind of aloof.


  She was glad she could accommodate him. Pulling one breast from her dress she let him see where the scourge had left red marks that were turning into bruises. Strange to see them in this light, they appeared like badges of honor. Though what he did from there was not.


  “You’ll do,” he said, then he nodded to Ben Kite. Taking Jess’s hand she was led away to another room, one as elegant and polished as the one she left. Though the malicious intent in the air was as startling as it had been the night before in the seedy dive where this nightmare began.


  Three men waited for her there. She would have welcomed Ben at this moment seeing the grim aspect in these faces.


  “Her ass been used?” It was a devilish looking blonde-haired man that spoke to the silver haired one.


  “Not since she was taken. So he tells me.”


  “Then her ass it is,” he said.


  The settee was pink, trimmed in gold. A place where a woman was designed to lounge, not be abused. But they had another kind of rape in mind this night—and it wasn’t an elegant one.


  Pushed to the settee, her knees sunk into the cushiony fabric as did her breasts and shoulders and head. The three men had only one thing in mind: her offered ass. They didn’t even bother to remove the pink silk. It was flung up over her back to expose their target - it too showed signs of the previous night’s abuse. There were places on her silky skin still red though there was no serious damage. The instant the first man touched her anal cleft, however, Jess jerked. Not even Nick had taken her anally and she was petrified. Her whole body tensed.


  “You need to relax Mrs. Paltrow. You know, you might even enjoy this.”


  She winced to herself, knowing that to protest was pointless.


  An eager hand, probing her depths and finding the tight hole, made her jump again.


  “No, please,” she whispered.


  “You give us any trouble, we’ll have to tie you down,” she was warned.


  A finger first pushed against her sphincter until it was beyond the opening. She gasped, but didn’t protest again. She couldn’t stand the thought of being tied like she was the night before. This way there was at least some tiny measure of control.


  As the finger penetrated, she tried to find some pleasure, though the sensations were crude, almost unmanageable the way they ripped through her. “You’re doing just fine, Mrs. Paltrow,” one man murmured. “Just fine.” As he spoke another finger pressed inside, the penetration made easier when her bottom was splashed with some liquid lubricant. “Oooo, yes, you might even like this,” her backdoor lover purred. Perhaps another finger slipped inside, she wasn’t sure. All she knew was the wildness in her, something taking her out of herself, out of control. Her mind flashed back and forth from hate to fear to perfect pleasure. And somewhere in the back of her head she could hear her voice concurring with these foul lovers. Was she really asking for more?


  Unaware of when the change took place, she came conscious once, to find herself fully fucked in the ass. Some man’s dick was planted there and she was in agony—but still crying for more. Nothing made sense through the entire attack. One dick done, it was replaced by another. All large, all full, all erect and pummeling her deep, riding her hard as if she were a mounted filly. The last in her ass was the best and the worst. His large prick drove so deep, the line between pain and oblivion became indistinct. It was heaven to her senses one minute; it was hell the next. But a happy hell.


  The last man finished, she was empty. He cracked his hand against her ass cheek. “You’re a fine fuck, Mrs. Paltrow. I’d be happy to oblige you again, just let me know.” His fingers had replaced his cock inside her, just to keep the sensations right at the edge—so she wouldn’t forget them. When he was finished with his chiding, he pulled them out and wiped them on a towel. Then, as the others had done, he replaced his dick inside his pants and zipped the fly. Jessica was left on the pink settee, used and shivering, and on the verge of weeping.


  “Ben expects you for dessert and coffee; don’t tarry too long,” the last man out advised her.


  The door to the elegant parlor closed leaving her alone with an exhausted body. A thousand things she might have thought or felt, but there was nothing she’d allow in her mind. Instead, she pulled herself up, wiped her ass and then primped in front of the full length mirror on the wall. Strange, her make-up was hardly smudged, and she could still smile if she tried.


  


  Weak-kneed and almost faint, Jessica had made her way back to the dinner table where Ben Kite sat waiting for her. He seemed pleased by her appearance, including the weariness that was evident on her face. He was thinking about how beautifully soft she looked as he spoke to her.


  “You didn’t come this time, did you?” Ben asked.


  “No, I didn’t,” she whispered.


  “And I suppose my friends enjoyed themselves?”


  “I can only assume,” Jess replied. She took a gulp of champagne that had suddenly appeared in her wine glass. There was lemony cream mouse in a dessert glass before her. The cool taste of it was appropriately soothing next to the remembrance of her last hour.


  “They took your ass, didn’t they?” he inquired.


  “You don’t know?”


  “They weren’t obliged to tell me,” he said. “You see, in addition to paying off your husband’s gambling debt to me, you’ve paid off one of mine. Rather ironic, don’t you think?”


  “I don’t think I understand irony right now,” she replied. She was only half in her mind. The rest of her was floating free in her body.


  “Or much of anything, I suppose,” Ben suggested.


  Jess ate the creamy concoction in the glass one bite at a time. She didn’t answer Ben’s reply. The minutes ticked by as if they were watching eternity slow dance with each passing hour. They glanced eye to eye without speaking. Jess had no words and Ben was spending his moments thinking.


  “So, Mrs. Paltrow, you’ve served me well,” Ben finally said. “I hope I haven’t made your time with me too difficult. You’ll be happy to know that you’re free to go.”


  Taking a moment for the comment to register, she looked at him surprised. “But I still have hours to go?” she reminded him.


  Ben smiled a deliciously wicked smile as he had so many times since she’d been kidnapped from her home. “Only if you want to.”


  “If I want … “ she hesitated.


  “You’ve performed beautifully under the circumstances. I’ve found you a most sexually adequate prize.”


  “But you don’t want me for yourself. I thought …” She was confused.


  “On the contrary, I’d like nothing better than to continue the night I’d planned. But not because I coerced you. I find the prospect of a willing sex partner much more appealing than one I’ve had to intimidate into submission. If you want me to Mrs. Paltrow, I will use you as utterly as I’d intended. But not against your will.”


  It hadn’t occurred to her that the tables would be turned and in such a perverse way. Her body screamed for satisfaction that she assumed she’d have at Ben Kite’s hands. She wanted nothing less than that satisfaction. She knew she’d earned it, but to be left with nothing! Never!


  Jess shook her head. “You can’t. No, no, you can’t put this off on me.” Her mind was reeling too fast for her words to keep up.


  “You can walk away, Jessica. Nick’s free to go. I make no more demands.”


  “No. No you can’t,” she insisted.


  “Oh? But I’m a man of my word.”


  She closed her eyes as if that could close out the decision she was required to make.


  “I think I know what you want, Jess,” Ben interrupted her reverie. “But you have to say it. I want to hear you tell me. I want to know so there will never be any doubt between you and me.”


  “No.” She was angry. “You can’t make me do this,” she said. The decision before her had sobered her mind. Though it had done nothing to take away the lust that twenty hours of forced sexual submission had raised. Her desire cried out to her, but it was with a silent voice. She could never say it, never in a million years.


  “Perhaps then, I should call you a cab?” Ben offered. He put his napkin beside his plate and began to rise.


  “No, no, please,” she said. Her hand went out as if to stop him.


  “No?” He looked at her almost kindly. “Then tell me.”


  “What you planned …” she started, then stopped.


  “Go ahead,” he prompted.


  “Just, just do it.”


  “Do what?” He wasn’t giving an inch.


  Jess was on the verge of tears and certainly frustration. “I want you to fuck me hard, Mr. Kite. Hard,” she blurted out at last, not at all mindful that there were other diners that might have heard.


  Ben smiled. “Ah yes,” he said, quite satisfied. “That’s if that was what I had in mind.”


  “What?” She was confused.


  “Don’t worry, you’ll get what you want, as along as I know you want it.”


  He pulled away from the table and pulled her with him, out of the restaurant. His limo was waiting for them outside, the driver already at the door to open it. Jess climbed in, but Ben hesitated for a second peering inside.


  “Take off the dress,” he said.


  She looked at him dumbfounded.


  “Take off the dress,” he ordered, this time his voice just slightly raised.


  It shouldn’t matter in the close confines of the car, but when she handed the garment to him, and he tossed it in a nearby dumpster, she shivered feeling the first wave of cool air hit her skin and make the hair on her body stand on end. She was scared again.


  Ben climbed in next her.


  “I never liked that dress,” he said casually.


  “But I’m naked …” she tried the protest.


  “That’s really not going to matter before we’re done.”


   



  And it didn’t. It was a long night, not just the four hours that she owed him for Nick’s gambling debt, but much more. Her body was in an uproar. All the lack of satisfaction for the last two days, and what had been stored for seven years in a lackluster marriage came back to her with a vengeance when Ben’s hands began to comb her worn out body. His hands ran wild over the bruises, making love to her in a way that was as crude as all the other indignities she’d suffered.


  She suffered gladly now, because he refused to let her off without a dozen spikes of pleasure. He was as sweet as he was savage, as malevolent as he was kind. In the same instant she felt as free as bird and held at gun point. Nothing about the night made sense.


   


  ***


   


  In the morning he was tying his tie when she woke. Fresh and starched he was prepared for day. Jess looked about the apartment, wondering how she got there. She remembered only little of the details of the night before. Though she did remember all of the feelings. Just the feel and smell of his bed, and the memories were in mind instantly. Looking at Ben, she didn’t know what to think of him. Disgust, anger and something akin to love were dwelling happily side by side in her mind.


   


  “So, Jess,” Ben said, turning towards her. “You’re free to go.” She nodded. He was on his way out. “And please, take as long as you like getting ready. You’ll find some clothes in the closet. Use whatever you need.”


  “Thanks,” she said, as she watched his tight rear end moving away from her.


  “And Jess,” he said, stopping with his hand on the bedroom door, “you’ll be back for more. That I promise.”


  The comment took her off guard. “You’re sure of that?” she wondered aloud. It was all she could think to say.


  “Aren’t you?” he answered.


  “Perhaps,” she said, finding herself smiling as tenderly as she might to any man she loved.


  That was all the reply he needed. He smiled back, and winked. “Give my regards to Nick,” he said. And he was out the door.


  Of Roses & Sailors


   


   


  A man of breathtaking mystery to me, I was perpetually surprised by his gifts and how he bestowed them.


  On board the ship, sailing into the South Pacific, the seas were glassy, shimmering when we gazed out in the morning. How lured we were by the slow motion erotic pulse the ocean generated beneath our feet. I wore the thin cotton shift he threw over my body as I awoke at daybreak, when he compelled me to join him on deck. Pulling myself from sleep and dreams and the half awake stupor of sensuous remembering, I found myself tiptoeing barefoot passed the other cabins to the ladder we climbed in our ancient reborn vessel, to the top deck. He wanted me to see the luster of the morning light at sunrise over the sea: to see how the water looks like jewels; how its sparkling surface makes one believe this beauty is what the moon and stars leave at dawn. A remembrance of the sky’s brilliance that fades in the more majestic light of the sun.


  My lover wasn’t moved by inspiration alone. No, he was purposefully aroused, overtly sexual. On deck at that hour, he supposed that making love would only be discovered by a discreet crew, so he didn’t hesitate to engage my body in the same eager arousal his was feeling. As his hands moved over the flesh of my thighs he pulled up the shift and bared my lower half. More intimate still, he exposed my labia and its womanly center between. Laying me back against the rail he knelt between my legs so he could breakfast at the river of potent juice that poured from me. And as if I was inebriated by some numbing elixir, I succumbed. All of me was in that place between my legs where his delicate strokes traced line after line to excite each atom, each pore, each thought in my mind. When I came, he was satisfied, and didn’t ask anymore for himself. He returned me to my cabin after a gentle peck upon my cheek, leaving me to wait for the real morning to come when it was permissible for me to stir from bed.


  My real companions were the other school girls in our small group, just four of us and our chaperone, a sweet old aunt of Gwen, my dearest friend. Gwen said that her Aunt Dixie would look the other way if we were to find romance. Though I sincerely doubt she would have overlooked my strange affair with the sailor who brought me such unexpected gifts.


  He had only made love to me once before he took me on the top deck at daybreak. Then it had been in the engine room of the vessel, against a wall. His penetration had been sure and brisk as he pinned me to the hard surface with his muscled chest. His lips comforted my lips, while his erection took liberties with my vagina, pummeling it rudely until he grunted, his pleasure taken.


  I was not a virgin, but I still felt that way, being in the arms of such an attentive and skillful lover. He put my two past encounters with sex to shame. It was a dizzying experience being romanced and loved by him—so suddenly, completely at his mercy.


   


  “Good morning, my sweet,” he said to me. He passed by my chair as I sunned on deck remembering daybreak with a delicious smile on my lips. “You must be dreaming good dreams,” he observed.


  My eyes shot open, though it was difficult to see him, until he moved enough so he blocked the sun. I smiled looking at his mouth, recalling how it had made me feel just hours before. “Why would you say that?” I asked.


  “Because of the serenity on your face,” he replied.


  “It looks peaceful?”


  “Yes, but not completely satisfied.”


  I know I blushed, assuming that he read my thoughts.


  “We really should be more careful,” I suggested.


  “But why?” He was perfectly serious, and completely unwilling to entertain my fears. “Here,” he said, pulling a pink rose from behind him, and handing it to me.


  I was pleased. The fragrance was pungent. “Place it between your legs, and allow it to tickle your vagina.”


  “What!”


  “My greatest happiness is seeing you aroused,” he said.


  “But you know I already am,” I said.


  “But more, you deserve more.” He looked down at my crotch, covered by the sundress I was wearing. “I suppose you’re wearing panties?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then take them off and put the flower there. It will be our secret.”


  I was mindful that there were other travelers on the boat passing by, no doubt thinking me naive and innocent. I liked the fact that I was not innocent at all. But still, I found his instructions a challenge. When I hesitated too long to comply, he sat down on the lounge—an act verboten for a sailor on his ship. But he obviously didn’t care about the rules. Without bothering to see if anyone was looking, he reached up under the blue flowered cotton, and pulled my silk panties down my thighs. The slip of cloth ended up in his pocket, not mine. As then, as if he was replacing one garment with another, he took the fragrant pink rose from my hand and slid it underneath the skirt—high, until I could feel the petals tickle the hairs of my pubis.


  “There,” he said satisfied. “And don’t remove it.” That was a warning, his tanned face becoming quite stern as he spoke.


  I lounged for another hour feeling the rose against my vaginal lips. When I squirmed at all, it only seemed to drop deeper. I opened my legs just slightly to let it fall against the most sensuously aroused place. And then I’m afraid, I was wiggling on it at regular intervals, as if I might orgasm from its delicate caress. So heightened were my sensations, I began to sense them moving outward from my pubis. My toes tingled. My head felt light. My belly swelled and my hands, now itching to touch myself where the rose remained, had to be restrained considering the traffic of people passing by my lounge.


  Just as I was about to retire to my cabin and vent some of the steamy heat bursting from my body, my lover returned, the same luxurious smile on his lips as when he left. He quietly bade me turn on my side, which I did, and I felt the rose slip out, a thorn prick my thigh. A tiny gasp of horror escaped my lips.


  “It’s all right, dear one,” he assured me. He sat again beside me, and in another furtive move, his hand was up under my dress, taking the rose and caressing my behind with the soft petals. When he traced the cleft between my cheeks, running the rose from the top, down to where my thighs part, I found myself rubbing my legs against each other, the clitoris at my center the benefactor of the stimulation. “Open, darling,” he purred to me softly. A slight move of my legs once again and the petals of the rose, like tiny fingers, grazed the place where all the sensation gathered. I jolted suddenly. Wanting desperately to buck hard against this soft intrusion, my rules of good decorum prevented it. My lover, with a tender smile, understood my agony, but that seemed only to please him more.


  “You are wondrous when you pretend to deny your pleasure. It reaches out and grabs me.” I saw darkness in his eyes. I knew that I’d stirred something in him, but he wouldn’t tell me more. And before I could make a date for another meeting, he was drawing away from me to return to work. He left me with my soggy, drooping rose caressing my nostrils. I’m sure that I wanted to cum right then, but I let the flood that tore through my limbs subside. He would be with me again, and I would wait for that.


   


  ***


   


  I watched that evening as my traveling companions danced with the polite gentlemen on board ship. I accepted several invitations myself from handsome and attentive men, who I suspect might have wooed me had I given them any encouragement. But I’m afraid my eyes were constantly riveted, not on these companions, but on the doors of the dining room where I hoped to catch a glimpse of the man who’d stolen my life these last several days. As long as the evening was—long past twelve before the music stopped and reveling travelers made their way to their cabins—my evening only began when the grand party ended. As I was finding my way back to my cabin, slightly drunk on wine, I stumbled into my sailor and his saucy smile. Reluctant to be found out of bed by one of my friends looking for company in the middle of the night, I insisted that he come with me into my cabin. Small and cramped as it was, it would be all the space we’d need to indulge our passion. He was agreeable to my request, but only after he’d first taken me to an anteroom by the kitchen, where he bent me over a serving cart and entered me from behind. This determined and deliberate assault suggested a pattern to me, one where I could expect his tenderness and the impromptu sexual gestures, as well as his driving need to abduct me for his own lewd purposes whenever it suited his fancy. After the crude copulation that night, he did join me in my bed, and it was heaven six times, if I’m remembering correctly. And I didn’t even think it a remarkable feat. I was just being natural when my mind and body were in his grasp.


   


  It was a long venture into the south seas, and one day seemed to run on into the next. It was an eternity and yet only a matter of days. I’m afraid I lost track of time. It had no meaning for me anymore. After having been thoroughly seduced by this phantom sailor, my sleep was topsy turvy, staying awake until four in the morning, as that suited my lover one night when he drug me from bed at midnight to be with him. I slept until noon the next day, only to follow that night with another long one when we were up until daybreak. When I finally went to sleep I slumbered until three in the afternoon, until Gwen’s Aunt Dixie woke me wondering “in heaven’s name what’s the matter that you waste all your time in bed?” I hardly considered my time in bed with my lover wasted, though I didn’t expect the old matron to understand. I didn’t even try to correct the situation. Whatever my friends and Aunt Dixie must have thought of my curious habits, it didn’t matter to me. There was nothing in my life but the sailor and me.


   


  When thinking in terms of true relationships, ours was just a short one, one I might easily discount for its brevity and the unlikely possibility that it would never continue once the trip was over. We were sailing south from port to port, harbor to harbor, a vacation that was designed to take six weeks. It was a good length for a passionate love affair so my friends suggested to me when they’d found their own part time lovers. I, on the other hand, couldn’t even think of this affair ending, though I was mindful that my sailor might not be thinking the same things. Perhaps I was nothing more to him than a six week excursion into the life of a innocent American girl. If that were true, my heart would break. But even if that were true, my heart needed the exercise in breaking and it would be with my consent.


   


  ***


   


  We were reaching tropical shores, an island in the midst of the nowhere, where our vessel would be anchored for several days as the weary travelers ventured into the quaint foreign port. It was a place to sleep on solid ground, on granite, on something more than the foundation of water that was so quixotic and unpredictable. I wasn’t happy with the circumstances since I learned from my lover that the crew could not accompany the travelers on shore. I suggested, because I thought it might please him for its naughty connotations, that I stay with him as a stowaway on board. He chuckled at the idea, but told me I’d have to move along with the others. He promised to see me. And, with the most bizarre darkness in his eyes, he promised that this stopover would be more than I’d ever imagined. I couldn’t imagine what he had in mind, but I knew that he would never disappoint me.


  The first night in port, we were plagued with a tempest. The storm raged about the island so fiercely that I thought trees were blowing down, and that the hut where I slept with Aunt Dixie and my friends would - like Dorothy’s house in the tornado be blown to another land. I knew those fears were irrational and I could dispense with them when my reason caught up with me. Yet there was one fear I could not shake. I was sure that in the morning, I’d find the glorious sailing vessel that had brought us here would be wrecked in the harbor, my lover lost to the seas. Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait out the nerve-wracking night wondering about the fate of my sailor. When I heard rapping at my bedroom door some time about three in morning, I recognized the sound as more than a limb scratching against the glass. Grabbing my robe and wrapping it around me as if that would protect me from the elements, I clutched it tightly as I found my lover’s arms just beyond the door.


  “You can’t be here,” I let him know, looking towards the friend that slept with me in my room.


  He nodded in agreement; but that would not thwart his plans. He proceeded to lead me out into the stormy night, where he found an old boat house and a place where we could be together in private. Inside we were dripping wet to our skin from the torrent of rain, looking like bedraggled children with no sense to come in from the storm.


  “You are possessed,” I told him, quite sure of myself.


  He agreed, then pushed my mouth to his groin where I was expected to satisfy his throbbing organ with my lips. I took him wholly into me, knowing that we were more than just ill-fated lovers, struck by the stars and the adventure of this wild journey. There couldn’t be an end to this, I was sure. He satisfied my fearfulness that very night before he led me back to my bed beside my friend. With declarations of love, he assured me that we held eternity in our grasp. And as if that was not enough, he presented me with a chain of tiny ivory rings to go about my waist. There was a loop on one end that could either dangle down or be attached back to the chain. He suggested that I let it dangle between my legs when I sleep, that I let it catch in my hair and remind me that he was never far away. “Wear it always, my love, as though you are chained to me—my slave of love.”


  I already knew that I was, that I didn’t need this chain to feel his presence abiding in me. And yet, as I felt it about me, the thought of him was even more powerful in my mind. Yes, I was a slave to the very thought of him. As I would sleep I knew that he would be in at the center of my dreams, dancing in the midst of my imagination and running wild in my nightmares.


  I remember his parting comment when he left me at the door of my hut that morning; I could hardly hear him above the raging storm. He told me this gift, the ivory chain, was only a temporary gesture, that soon there would be a more permanent one.


   



  After just a day on the island, it was clear that something was changing in me. For one thing, I was no longer bashful about presenting my changes to the world around me. I began to dress with an abandon that I would never have dared weeks before. Rather than wearing my Bermuda shorts and simple T-shirts, I was wearing silk all the time. Sarongs of thin material and wild colors that were almost transparent. Bikini tops with skirts that barely covered my bottom. Most people would have assumed that the bikini bottoms were underneath those skirts, but I assure you there was nothing. And just as my sailor demanded, the ivory chain never left my waist, even when I bathed. And because it aroused me, I let the end of the chain dangle to my pubis where it occasionally grazed against my clitoris. To complete my transformation, I refused to tie back my long dark tresses as I’d been accustomed to knowing how my sailor loved my hair liberated from any attempt to tame it.


  More bold still, my love affair was finally discovered, as well it should have been by then. I know my traveling companions suspected something was surely at the root of my surprising changes, even though I’d said nothing of a love affair. Their suspicions were confirmed however, when we were caught making love at a beach cove by Aunt Dixie and the least sexual of my friends on the trip. To see us shocked them both. Aunt Dixie has turned a blind eye to the sexual affairs of the other girls. But she was quite embarrassed to see the naked body of the sailor purposefully pounding my naked one with his erection, as his hand was vigorously slapping my posterior and I was crying out in exaltation. Aunt Dixie, a lady of manners, contained her shock however and left us to our sexual interlude with nothing more than a startled gasp.


  Later, she did counsel me to protect myself from a rascal’s inclinations—I had the distinct impression that she knew of rascals from personal experience—but she also knew that I wouldn’t listen to a word she said. She offered no other advice and left me to my love affair. I found it quite amusing that my friend accompanying her could not look me in the eye after that day without blushing. The blush I was feeling on my cheek was not embarrassment but complete elation.


   


  My lover gave me flowers as often as he could find blooms that inspired some way of using them on my body to arouse me. The tropical varieties were particularly pleasing to him, even those that left their colored pigments on my skin. The stains on my thighs and labia were like sexual badges of honor. He loved decorating my hair both above and below with petals and leaves. And one day, while he was trimming me like a Christmas tree, he inserted a vine inside my vagina and pressed it deep. The vine hung out between my legs, and he told me to wear it that way. All day the ticklish foliage would fondle my private places not unlike the way the ivory chain continued to work its magic on my sexual arousal.


  My lover was quite right about this body accessory. The dangling vine kept me stimulated. That afternoon and through the evening, I had the distinct impression that his fingers were there fondling even when my reason knew otherwise. At the end of the day, he withdrew the vine and sucked me there as though in addition to my normal brew of tastes, there was something else, something quite delicious that had not been there before. He told me as we fell asleep in each other’s arms that there would soon be something more permanent to tickle my clitoris. I didn’t question him, even though this was the second time that he’d made that prediction; and I had no idea what he meant.


   



  After a week in our south seas port, my sailor moved us into a hut together by ourselves. I noted that his captain and Aunt Dixie, who’d been civil about our affair up to that point, were quite distressed about the matter. Neither of us cared however, we were becoming adept at taking each day as its own and letting inconsequential things not matter to us. He still had his contract with the ship that could not be voided, and he served his days well. He was a skilled and experienced man of the sea, and I believe as an asset to the ship. The captain would not discharge him even on the grounds that he’d taken off with the morals of a young American woman. I was beyond the age of consent and a willing participant. Who was there that could argue with reality?


   



  After a dozen days of perfection on the island however, it was time to leave our love nest and sail again. I was reluctant to return to the ship, being afraid to move on to another port since it brought us closer to the end of the trip. I was also afraid that on board the vessel we would be closely observed. My sailor could not move without watchful eyes inspecting his work and attempting to see some way he was faltering in his duties. Strangely, he didn’t share my fears of his superiors, or my vigilant companions. He seemed to be even more bold and eager to meet me for sex. We made love in the laundry room on top of the clean sheets, in several bathrooms, as close and cramped as they were. We made love in both my bed and his berth in the shipmate’s quarters, even when there were other sailors there. We were foolish perhaps, and not discreet. And still, in our cockiness we knew love would prevail, everything else that came after would simply have to adjust. And so it did.


   


   Despite my sailor’s declarations of love, made daily in my ears and confirmed in my loins with his erection effectively speaking when he did not, I was nervous to know that my weeks with him were nearly at an end. We were as far from the origin of our travels as we could go on the face of the earth, in lands with strange smells and odd names. I think I was as unsettled by the places, as I was by the fact that my lover and I might part and go our separate ways. Each of us refused to speak of the ending. We only talked about going on forever.


   


   One day when he came to me with a small package, I was gleeful, thinking the traditional things that women think when small packages come to them from their lovers. Rings, what else could possibly be contained in such small spaces? This box had no bow, no flowered paper or fancy wrapping. However, the box itself was beautiful, deep blue silk with gold threads and a Chinese imprint on the bottom. Opening it, I was stunned. For there was not one ring, but three inside, three rings not made for fingers but for piercing me.


  “I have been to lands where women display their bodies with ornamentation to entice their lovers and to make statements of fidelity to them,” he explained. “Rings and trinkets gleam on their body parts, showing off the places where they’re most aroused. I want you to wear these for me. There are two for your nipples,” he said, pointing to the matching gold rings with an onyx bead on each. “And one for your ….”


  I didn’t let him get the last words out. “The hood of my sex,” I said for him. The third ring was larger than the other two, its diameter almost looking wicked, even though my sailor assured me that it would not be painful to have it implanted in my body, permanently taking up residence as a part of my sexual nether charms. Already he’d purchased the small chains that would dangle from the loop to tease my bud below. They lay daintily below the rings waiting to be affixed once this ring was run through my flesh.


  “This way you won’t forget me,” he said.


  “Why would I forget you?” I was anxious.


  “When we part,” he said.


  “We’re going to part?” I could already feel my heart breaking, the devastation in my soul crying out.


  “Surely, you’ll be going back to the States where you’ll take up your normal life,” he said. “I’m a sailor, I belong at sea.”


  I was angry. “Then why would I wear these rings, if you’re going to leave me?” I was about to throw them at him I was so enraged.


  “I’m not leaving you forever, my love,” he said, trying to calm me. “But I will always be compelled to return to my sailing. And while I’m away, these will serve us both. You’ll always be bound to me. And I’ll think of you wearing them and let the thought keep me bound to you.”


  I looked at the open box that was almost falling from my hand. “I should wear these always in case we happen to collide again?” My comment was sarcastic.


  “You’re fearing too much,” he admonished me. “I was afraid you wouldn’t trust me. But don’t turn my sincere words against me, or I’ll correct your attitude with the palm of my hand on your behind.” I could tell he was quite serious, and even a little hurt that I reacted so angrily. “You’ll wear these for me, my darling, but mostly, you’ll wear them for the love of yourself, and the liberty you feel becoming the sexual creature you are.” When he spoke there was a dark aspect in his eyes than I’d seen only on rare occasions. That he was completely serious about this made me hesitant to protest further, even though my heart beat anxiously at the thought of adorning myself this way.


  And yet truly, I must confess that beyond my fears, my body ached to see these rings become part of me. I wondered of women who would wear such devices in private places. I wondered that there were women as wanton as I, that willingly submitted to these sexual marks. Curious pictures of jungle rituals and tribal rites appeared in my head. Was it possible that with these rings I was truly defining myself as a creature of such blatant appetites? Was it possible that there were no limits to the lust that burned in me, and the wicked ways in which it would display itself? These were horrifying thoughts, and ones that kept my mind captive all our last days together while the box of rings sat on my bureau inside my cabin.


   


  At our last port, we had three days together. On the first, he took me to a squalid section of the port town, to a tiny shop in the center of a row of shops. This one was distinctive because of the brick architecture that clashed with the weathered buildings around it. Inside, it was immaculately clean. An antique store, I surmised, considering the beautiful china and carved ebony and ivory that were displayed in cases on velvet and silk. The wood surfaces of the walls gleamed and the dangling turn of the century lights glowed softly, illuminating everything around the curious shop.


  The proprietor was a woman whose nationality would remain unknown to me. Her beauty was exotic, full of electric heat. Her dark hair was pulled back in a bun; it gleamed luxuriously as though she’d spent hours combing the tresses. Her brown skinned faced was without imperfection. And her eyes with a haunting soulful gaze perused me as if there were a hundred questions she might ask of me. Her lips were painted dark red, in a color that matched her long finger nails. I shivered as I watched her graceful movements that seemed to mimic some beautifully plumed bird.


  “She wants to be pierced,” my lover told her.


  The woman nodded silently, just the hint of a smile appeared on her lips.


  “Perhaps you could show yourself to her, so she knows that she’s not the only one.”


  Again, silently, the woman responded to my lover, stepping away from the counter where she’d sat demurely on a stool. Pushing away the folds of her flowing dress, she allowed her thighs and then her upper legs come into view. Finally, I was amazed to see her entire groin from the waist down. In a manner of exquisite beauty, she’d been pierced as I was to be, only many times more. There must have been a dozen rings through her flesh, starting with two at her belly button, and then another at top of her pubic mound, three more in a dainty line above her clitoris—which I was surprised to see boldly visible. With a thorough study of the woman’s crotch, I could see that her outer labia had been pierced as well with large rings attached to chains on either side. The chains were affixed to a belt at her waist—one not unlike the one I wore, though hers was made of pure gold. Those twin chains pulled her labia apart, and so her most private place was distinctly unveiled for the eye to see. Dangling from her inner labia there were other ornaments, all making this woman’s dark pubis an elegant, and most erotic statement.


  Appalling, isn’t it?” my lover whispered in my ear. He could tell by my reaction that I was aroused by this display. “Shall I decorate you?” he asked me.


  “My lord no!” I gasped, even when I could sense the desire beyond my fears. I saw the woman lower her eyes as if she was ashamed. “Please, don’t think I don’t appreciate your loveliness, but for me ….” I hesitated… “it’s just too soon.”


  The woman understood and with a smile she dropped her skirt back in its place.


  “Perhaps your breasts as well,” my sailor added.


  Without a moment’s hesitation, she parted wide her garments once again, this time the bodice of the wrapped silk, so I could see her breasts and the three rings—concentric hoops of gold that hung from each dark brown nipple.


  My body roared so that I felt dizzy.


  “You’ll have to step behind the counter,” were her first words. They startled me. Closing her dress, she motioned me to the back of the shop.


   


  I recall the next hour as if I was in a dream. After the exotic proprietess offered me a drink—and I do imagine it was some magic potion—I seemed to relax and my mind allowed the colors, smells and tastes of the antique store to blend together in a strange montage. I saw the needles that she used, the bizarre looking implements, and though I shivered at the sight of them, I really felt quite at peace. With my lover attending me closely, I followed the sound of the woman’s instructions, and lay back on wooden table where she would do her work.


  Like a lover might, she carefully opened the silky blouse I’d worn, revealing my naked breasts. Her hands ever so gently caressed me there, as though that was necessary for her to understand them. She toyed with the nipples for some time, by her expression admiring them.


  “She rarely sees such pale skin,” my sailor suggested to me. Indeed, where my bikini top covered my chest was the creamy whiteness of my natural skin.


  She pinched one nipple hard and it drew up into a bud. And then without warning at all, I felt a sudden prick as a needle pierced the flesh. I gasped, and might have jerked had my lover not held me down. Then I gasped again when a second needle pierced the other nipple. There were tears in my eyes, relief, sadness and excitement all playing inside my emotions. I couldn’t look down at my breasts—not yet. I waited, in my hazy stupor, as the woman tugged and pulled at my nipples. I imagine she was adjusting the rings inside my flesh, but I was too much a coward to look. Only when she back off, finished, did I dare to see what had become as much a part of my physical body as my fingers and toes.


  “She could take many more on this flesh, she pierces well,” the woman commented to sailor. And before I could even reason what she had said, I discovered her hands at my pubis, already having parted my skirt. “Would you like to tie her down?” I heard her say. The more time passed, the more her potion seemed to affect my ability to comprehend. Just seconds later—or it could have been hours—I felt a strap go around my waist to pin me into place. Two other straps were affixed about my uppers thighs, the intent to keep my groin immobile. Never in my life had I felt so subdued and meek, but never so at peace.


  My sailor stroked my face, his smile reaching down to comfort me.


  When I saw him nod to the woman, I expected that I would again feel a needle pierce me, but to my surprise, I felt the woman’s fingers begin to play with me. I was on an orgasmic peak almost instantly, unaware that my bodily desire had zoomed so wildly. All my senses had been focused on this erotic ceremony. I could almost hear the tribal dances in the background, smell the flames and taste the smoke, as if I was part of a ritual before a fire. As each thought became more real in me, it drew me closer to an unplanned climax and then, without any forewarning, my body surged over the edge.


  An instant later something sharp stung me, then again and again. I felt as if each pore of my body had been pierced. For a second it was excruciating and then, without warning, the pain went away. What remained in me were the last vibrations of my orgasm and a collage of color in my mind.


  When I opened my eyes, I stared up at the sailor who was gazing down on me. He held a pink rose in his hand, his nostrils taking in the fragrance before he held it down for me to smell.


  “Am I finished?” I asked.


  “And duly adorned,” he added.


  I could tell for myself. Even lying down I could feel a heaviness at my breasts and between my legs that I’d not felt before.


   


  I didn’t see the woman again; but I did see the rings before I left her shop. My lover insisted that I view them in the mirror. My whole woozy body quaked at the first glance of the shiny jewelry that had been fixed to my breasts and the hood of my clitoris. I could see now that this was the finale of my initiation into my lover’s erotic domain. And such a stunning one. At once, I felt liberated and subdued. Such contrary thoughts abiding in me I didn’t despair, but simply accepted that was the nature of my life.


  For the remaining two days of our time together, my sailor and I remained in bed. I was horribly sore at times. My flesh where the rings had punctured it were so tender that even my lover’s gentleness could not soothe it. And yet, at other times I welcomed the sudden shots of tingling sensation. Regardless of what curious feelings I might enjoy or hate, I loved my new jewelry and could not imagine my life without it, any more than I could imagine my life without my dear man of the sea.


   


  He was gone three days after we’d anchored. His ship was bound for another several weeks with another ship full of travelers while I, and my companions, were on a plane back to San Francisco where our trip began. I thought of him constantly, having realized what a devious man he truly was, making certain that there was little way I could forget about him. And when he at last sailed back into my life, some two months and dozens of letters later, I met him where his vessel docked, waving my hand for him to see.


   


  Hours later, after we’d checked into a motel not far away, I was practically cumming in my underwear, I was so excited to be with him again. I know he couldn’t wait to see me, all of me, including my well-healed rings. I knew from his letters, how he longed to play and pull and tug at the trinkets. But before I allowed him even the slightest glimpse of my hidden treasures, I handed him a tiny key, with the instructions that it was his and his alone, just as I was his alone.


  He looked puzzled, not sure what I meant, until at last I let him undress me so he could see first hand the purpose for the key.


  After inspecting my nipples and giving both rings a good tug, he undid my skirt and did the same with the ring at the hood of my clit. And then, just a bit awed by what he saw, my handsome sailor dropped to his knees and peered closer at my private place. I accommodated him parting my thighs wide. For there he found a place for the tiny key to fit into a tiny lock—one that held together a pair of rings I’d boldly pierced into the labia on either side of my vagina. Locked fast as it was, the only way to penetrate my womanly home was to unlock the lock and let loose the rings—an act my excited lover accomplished in seconds.


  His lust was afire, as was my own, gone into places we’d been dreaming of for the weeks we’d been apart. And he knew, as did I, that it didn’t matter how far he sailed and to what shores, I’d remain his, and only the key that hung about his neck could bring out the woman of passion he’d unleashed.


   


  Now, two years since I made my illustrious journey into the South Pacific seas, I wait again for his return. There have been many journeys and many homecomings. Though I’ve found that he sails less now, and remains in port more often. Not every time he leaves does he return to discover some new trinket adorning my body; but this time, as he looks out from the deck of his ship and sees my smiling face in the throng, he’ll know just by the sparkle in my eyes what I have waiting. Hardly before I can kiss his lips, he’ll be racing to take me home for yet another wild unveiling of my body’s lusty treasures.


  Garden Party


   


   


  A tiny tendril of ivy wound its way up the thigh of the naked stone as if to make this bold woman of granite shy, the way it covered that place between her legs where—if she were alive—she’d accept the offerings of men. She held her head high, though her eyes were softly downcast; and her mouth was turned up as if she was keeping a secret.


   


  It was lush in the garden in the afternoon at tea time. Long seductive shadows cast against the entangled foliage made leaves and flowers glow, as though there was a mellow fire dancing in their midst. Gentle folks meandered like the vines, almost in slow motion, their speech hushed. Prim suits and polished silk sportcoats attired the well-heeled gentlemen, while the ladies in demure skirts and fine jackets cast from their manicured faces half-smiles to the others at Bozart’s tea. Cups clinked. The china rattled. A fly or two buzzed in the thick sultry air, one landing on Mrs. Peacock’s lace-covered arm, her husband flicking it off. It was the kind of day that even gentle women wore no underwear, their skin feeling skin between their thighs where it was damp with perspiration and female dew. There was not one in the garden that wouldn’t have liked to remove a layer of clothes, shed the confinement in favor of the humid air clothing them with its natural garments.


   


  “Oooo!”


   


  “Ahh!”


   


  The gasps were muted but plentiful. Bozart having entered with a woman at his side, everyone stopped to stare at her beauty.


   


  “She will satisfy you, I’m sure,” he said lovingly, seeing, as he gazed on the woman, how her straw colored hair looked like a field of gold as one shard of sun caught her upper torso and her head. “Please don’t hold back your pleasure.” Bozart smiled broadly. His own dark clothes made an elegant statement about his fortunes. The summer tan, the salt and pepper hair, the look of complete but subtle control made this unexpected moment appear sane in a venue where the undercurrent of insanity is only thinly disguised with a touch of wealthy grace.


   


  Bozart was a man of superb taste and in this statement of his flare for perfection, he’d found a rare one indeed. Her lips were only faintly red, there was just a light blush on her cheeks, and hers eyes, quite like the statue of the goddess in the center of the garden, looked down demurely. The same succulent smile appeared on her lips, as if she held the same secret.


   


  The only thing shocking about her presence—for Bozart regularly paraded his latest trinket at a gathering of friends—was her nakedness. No filmy shirt, no short saucy skirt, no leather, no lace, no covering at all. She was naked in the midst of them, walking cautiously into the center of the dozen or so guests, on a tether that ran from the chain about her neck to Bozart’s hand.


   


  “Who is she?” Mrs. Peacock asked. The starched brunette was already unbuttoning her blouse to catch a breath of air in the stifling heat.


   


  “Diandra,” Bozart replied.


   



  “And she’s your slave, I presume?” a presumptuous guest inquired. With his nose in the air, he could hardly see Diandra’s complete treasures.


   


  … Though Mrs. Peacock did. The woman couldn’t keep from staring at the muff of curls about the beauty’s blonde crotch. “You might have shaved her,” she commented. “We’re used to a little more refinement from our slaves.”


   


  “I like her au natural,” Bozart answered back right away. He was too proud of this one to take criticism. Diandra’s thighs were quite ample, ending at her ass with a reasonable flare. The two orbs behind were as smooth as a forest pond on a still summer’s day. Her breasts, large as they were, hung from her chest, quivering as she walked. The nipples at the center were quite pink.


   


  “She wears the chain nicely,” one guest suggested, “though I’d like to see it cut up through her crotch.”


   


  Bozart smiled, as if he’d been waiting for that proposal. He drew the tether down Diandra’s back between her proud rear globes, then up between her legs where it had to catch one side of her clit. Tugging it taut, he lifted the end—a clasp—and attached it to the chain at her neck.


   


  “My, now that is stunning,” one amply-fleshed woman gasped. She was fanning herself with a rice paper fan. “So did you purchase her, or did she come to you on her own?”


   



  “Purchased. Though mind you, she’s quite willing,” Bozart replied. “Paid top dollar for her on the covert market. Virginal blondes are not readily available anymore.”


   


  “She’s a virgin?” Someone was duly shocked.


   


  Bozart nodded.


   


  “Then she cost a fortune!”


   


  There was an appreciative murmur between guests, sighs of wonder and admiration.


   


  “And will you deflower her?” Mrs. Peacock asked.


   


  “That all depends on whether the desire to make a profit on her, or the pleasure of deflowering her becomes the greater need. It’s all quite a dilemma, though it’s one I relish considering. Perhaps how she performs today will help me make my decision.”


   


  “So how does she give pleasure?” Mrs. Peacock further inquired.


   


  “Her mouth is quite heavenly,” Bozart answered, “and she’s become very accomplished.”


   



  “Not her ass?”


   


  Bozart smiled, and turned Diandra about. Parting her bottom cheeks with his hands, he pulled them wide with firm fingers digging into the flesh. Grabbing the chain, he jerked it to one side to show off her anus. “Fine one isn’t it?” he said proudly. “But it’s unavailable.” The puckering hole was quite closed, though the collective imagination of Bozart’s guests could imagine it otherwise, opening like the bud of a tulip.


   


  “So how long has she been a slave, if she hasn’t been deflowered or sodomized?”


   


  “You can see for yourself,” Bozart answered. Returning his maiden to her upright position, he motioned to the mark at her left heel.


   


  “Twenty-three, five years a slave,” the guest read the branded inscription.


   


  “There was never any question about what she was bred for,” Bozart said. “Trained from her innocence. Show them, my love.” He only had to give Diandra a tiny shove. She was as willing as Bozart claimed. On her knees, she crawled to the first waiting crotch, Mrs. Peacock’s, one of the women who was too hot to wear panties. Lifting her skirt, Diandra’s barely red lips found the soft pink ones between Mrs. Peacock’s thighs. Her tongue found dew and the smell of musk, like an autumn with dust and heat, though it was still summer, still the middle of July, and there wasn’t even a trace of autumn in the heated breeze.


   


  Mrs. Peacock gasped as her hands went for her own breasts, as a man in the crowd helped her undo the pearl buttons of her blouse until the lace atop her teddy showed above her full bosom. The flesh there jiggled. Mrs. Peacock let out just a little cry, then she shivered and fell back into the man’s arms as her body fairly flew over the orgasmic edge. It had taken so little time for satisfaction.


   


  Diandra sat back on her haunches for just a moment to gather fresh air into her lungs; then she crawled to her next lover arriving at the legs of a man reclining on a lounge. Her hands moved up his thighs, her fingers like cat paws with a little scratch to them. Not taking his eyes off Diandra’s green ones, the connection between them began instantly. All through his pants to start, the blonde slave girl worked this lover more slowly. Mrs. Peacock had been far too easy, even though the woman now lay in a faint on a lawn chair basking in the ripples of feeling that had not yet died away. No, the man was looking for something more lingering. And knowing that, Diandra’s hands, her eyes, her tongue and her mouth were riveted on him as if he were the only one that she had to please this afternoon.


   


  Such graciousness. And accommodating. Her mouth was like warm satin, her tongue embellishing the act of cock-sucking with its languorous meanderings around the engorged male flesh. Her hands clawed at his flesh almost as if she weren’t getting enough for herself. The way her hips behind her gyrated as if they were begging a man to take her, it was a wonder that she’d kept her body pure all these years, yes years. How unusual for any slave to keep her purity beyond a few months. That was considered an interminable time. But then, few were like Diandra.


   


  There were a host of languishing bodies after she’d been through them all, taking each cunt and each cock in turn and loving them with her eager mouth. And yet, it was a pleasant exhaustion. It was much too hot an afternoon to do anything but drip sweat and lounge about the summer garden half-naked, fanning away flies and letting the last remaining traces of orgasm ripple through limbs and loins. Diandra did not disappoint, not one. She lived up to her reputation as a first class sexual possession. Bozart had made quite a purchase.


   


  “My, that was almost worth what you must have paid for her,” Mrs. Peacock said as she finally pulled herself from her chair and began to rebutton the tiny pearls at her bodice. She’d hardly been naked. No one had ever seen the diva naked except her husband; but she did have a good garden party cunt, and she was always the first to have hers mouthed by a hungry slave. She understood good slave flesh too - having owned enough herself.


   


  “She’s only beginning to pay for herself,” Bozart said.


   



  “Then you plan to use her up or not?” another mellow guest inquired. “I’d like to be there if you’re planning a debauchery.”


   


  “As I’ve said, I’m not yet sure,” Bozart replied. For an instant the now mellow Diandra shivered where she lay against the green grass in the shade. Her eyes that had not been the least bit watchful for the last few minutes now perked hearing her fate discussed. She’d been close to being deflowered before, in fact probably close every time she performed her duties with such diligence as she had this day. And still, the quality of Bozart’s consideration was different from that of other masters who had owned her.


   


  “But …” her elegant owner continued. He spoke in a lazy drawl. He too had been satisfied by her efficient tongue just minutes before. “… But, after this afternoon’s fest, I’m leaning towards a complete defilement.” His guests were attentive hearing his plans. “After all, it would be criminal to take her much past her age, since any slave isn’t good for anything but a brothel past twenty-seven.”


   


  “Oh, but some of the older ones are choice for household duties,” Mrs. Peacock chimed in. “Why my Ellie is a good stable whore even at nearly thirty-two.”


   


  “Yes, I see your point,” Bozart agreed. “But Diandra will never be a stable whore for me. Once she’d been breached, she’ll be a fine pony to ride hard. She’ll be prime for showing for at least a few years, even if she won’t bring top dollar. It would be my plan to let some old fart buy her then.” Bozart looked down at her lying still on the ground. Something affectionate was in his eye, almost as if he regretted his last statement.


   



  “My, Bozart, you are a blackguard,” one guest observed.


   


  “It’s the times we live in,” he replied with a kind smile. “Who here is to cast their judgment on how we live?” There was no one who’d answer that statement. “Come here, fair one,” he ordered the girl. She crawled up on her knees and came to sit as her master’s feet. Her skin was rosy from the sun that had beat down on her as she’d paid sexual homage to Bozart’s guests. It glistened now from sweat. And the chain that had been pulled tight between her legs and then clamped at her neck remained, undoubtedly quite uncomfortable after nearly three hours time. Her only good fortune was that the day was slowly ebbing away as the sun fell lower in the sky about to dip behind the hedge that framed the manicured garden..


   


  Bozart grabbed the chain in his hand and then twisted it. She gasped almost inaudibly.


   


  “If you had your preference, my sweet, would you live the remainder of your life a virgin, or prefer to be rent in two and given the full benefit of your station?” He looked at her sincerely, waiting for a response.


   


  Diandra, not accustomed to offering opinions, turned her head away unable to reply. To her reticence, Bozart jerked the chain harder in his fist and with the other hand he slapped her squarely in the face. “Answer me, or I shall rip your cleft apart with my cock this instant,” he ordered her.


   


  She cleared her throat as if speaking itself was tortuous, and in a throaty voice, she finally spoke, “I should be pleased with however you wish to use me, because I am yours. But if it was mine to choose, I would be pleased to have my body feel the same pleasures that your guests have felt today, and pleased to find myself filled full by your erection between my legs.”


   


  How touching and how melodious her voice, Bozart thought. Perhaps he’d like to hear it more. Bozart smiled at her kindly. “Good, that’s very good,” he said, while his guests sat back astonished that he would even ask. There was a grin in his eye, merriment in his smile. He pulled the chain still tighter in his hand and eyed the slave thinking for just a second of the first moment he’d laid his eyes on her at the private auction. So innocent for her years, as pure as the first snows of winter, or a lush untouched beach. There was much, so much to her, it was hard to understand the feeling he’d had when he realized what he had purchased in her. That day, the spotlights on her, the sweat on her brow, the inspections of her genitals, the authentication of her chastity—how proudly she’d with-stood the demeaning rituals. It had made his lust for her greater than any he’d had for any slave. Lust that he feared might become something even more than sexual.


   


  No, he was sure now that he wouldn’t barter her for a whole harem of lovely torsos and firm thighs. No, when the time was right, he’d use her without restraint. He’d defile her, train her, give her away and then take her back. He’d make up for all her virginal years with years more of relentless copulation. In her ass, her cunt and her beloved mouth, she’d become renowned for her body’s many talents. And then maybe, just maybe when she was no longer worth a pittance for her age, and the wrinkles that had begun to show, and her skin becoming slightly flaccid, he’d even keep her in his stable of beauties as a mistress to them all. Then he might enjoy her for the sweetness of the tangy perfume that comes with age. He could pick her brain of thoughts that rattled behind her wide-eyed intelligence. He could see what kind of woman she’d become, unlike fainting matrons like Mrs. Peacock, but what a woman of her substance might become at forty and beyond. It wasn’t likely that she’d even be a slave then. How interesting the thought.


   


  Bozart would often think too much—though usually not at garden parties. But then, this one was about over. The guests were reluctantly preparing to leave or retire elsewhere with another of Bozart’s more than adequate slaves. It had been a good one. His poor chained Diandra was exhausted, he could see that in her eyes. It was time for her to retire too.


   


  The next garden party would be the best. He was already making his plans. As he led the fair blonde maid from the lush garden, as he admired how the fading light made her slave skin glow a luscious hue, he thought of the next one as his finest scheme. Next time her blood would be spilled in the company of his friends, and she’d be on her way to paradise—made to go from virtue to ruin in a matter of seconds … and then required by the nature of her lowly station to crawl back to the pinnacle again on her knees offering her slave ass and her slave cunt to all he gave her to.


   


  What a marvelous fantasy. It was truly Bozart’s finest dream. And a lofty one that he’d revel in for its inspiring possibilities.


   


  He so loved his afternoon teas.


  Saving Carly


   


   


  She came to me like a breath of spring, wearing blue, eyes so soulful that I wanted to melt inside their softness. Her kiss on my neck was tender sweet, and I would have stayed in her midst forever, if that had been our fate.


   


  It was in the old stone church where we first consummated our love. Me in my sundress, she in hers, we were so close to naked from the start, it hardly seemed anything at all to remove the garments that kept our bodies hidden from each other’s eyes. Once we were bare, our breasts touched first, and then our mouths began to open wide, connecting lips, as we invited each other to come inside, and make us one person, not two. We were joined at the hips, pubis mounds, rubbing like two desperate maids seeking erections where there were none. Thankfully there were other things that sufficed, like hands, and cheeks and sinewy legs wrapped around sinewy legs.


   


  We used the old broken altar as a bed, as though we were offering ourselves to the deity that resided there - sacrificing ourselves to pleasure. What sacrifice! We scoffed at such an idea with all the corrupt carnal acts we accomplished on that cool, crumbling stone. Mouth to cunt and mouth to cunt, we played each other’s womanhoods like instruments producing song. She licked me in the soft folds about my center, while my tongue relished the taste of her tangy juice right from the hole where it was fresh. Faces pressed into each other’s crotches we were whores in this sacred place, happy with the thought that we were unholy on holy ground, defiling it with what some would call unnatural lust.


   


  When we were finished—at least for a time—I looked around, noting that this place had already been defiled. The mortar between the cold stones was crumbling. Through holes in the walls, sunshine shot like the hand of God’s wrath. But such a gentle wrath it was; it only shed light on the darkness inside; it only illuminated our lust before the eyes of whatever spirits were still prancing about. I wondered if those souls buried beneath the stone floor were up and dancing as we made merry in their austere edifice. I wondered too, that time and nature had taken its toll on this chapel, returning this house of worship into its more fundamental form, a place where the elements of the earth happily collide.


   


  What I remember most about that frivolous day were her cries and mine. While she was opening the root of my body, parting my thighs and reveling with her tongue, teeth and mouth at both orifices of sensation, I screamed gleefully. My body wrenched. I was on my knees, and came away scratched and bruised by the unconscious pounding my flesh took. I remember her cries just moments later when I buried my face in the earthy home between her legs and watched as she writhed snake-like, until the visions and vibrations passed away.


   


  Carly and I were ravenous like that all the time. It didn’t matter the time of day or where we were, we came together like clashing storms. There was little holding back for propriety or anyone’s judgmental eyes.


   


  Carly had a way of being bad. Running off for days, getting drunk on really cheap wine—the kind winos leave inside the brown paper sack and sip from a straw. It made her breath smell foul, like very old things and something sour. But still, her aroma was a perfume too dear for me to resist. I was in the habit of pulling her out of nasty smelling joints, and running after her when she’d call in the middle of the night, out of money and no place to go. I regularly saved Carly from herself, even though she pissed me off how careless she was. Regardless, the flippant, cigarette smoking, wisecracking, booze smelling Carly couldn’t have been any more inside me if I’d birthed her.


   


  Our wars were something else. “Tempests in teapots,” she would say, like they really weren’t all that horrible even if I thought they were. But when she got too reckless, I had ways of taking the bite out of her bark, the sass out of her talk, and the snicker out of her smile. I remember the first time I tied her up while she was sleeping. She woke and the devil was in my eyes. “Just wanted to make sure you weren’t off somewhere without telling me,” I told her. She stared back at me so innocently, I almost felt sorry for her. But I knew it was an act.


   


  “Are you going to keep me here like this forever?” she asked as she watched me putter around the kitchen making breakfast. I ate mine without her. Didn’t even offer her a bite. Looking at her naked belly, all shrunk as if she were starving to death, I should have had some compassion. But she showed me so little. This was my way of getting back.


   


  “No, I don’t think so,” I said. But instead of letting her go, I walked out the patio door to the garden and began to work on my plants, while she remained securely affixed to the posts of our bed. Arms above, legs at the foot, she was beautiful, like a feast prepared for me, even if she was screaming for me to let her go. Later in the day, I tortured her alternately with rose petals and candle wax. I found the fragrance and the feel of both intriguing. The rose scented candle, the rose scented petals—one with bite and the other with gentleness so delicate she would have to struggle to feel it. She may have hated being bound, but her body loved it.


   


  While she struggled to free herself, she struggled with orgasm too. I watched. Her belly undulated seductively, and then she squirmed to bring her thighs together so she could rub her clit against flesh. Unfortunately her bondage didn’t allow much opportunity for her to do anything but fuck the air. And that she did well.


   


  Carly climaxed, like some spontaneous combustion going off. Her body wouldn’t wait for the attention that it craved. It shot off like a firecracker and then collapsed as if it was exhausted.


   


  “You will untie me now?” she implored me. For the tough, stern bitch she could be, she was looking so sweetly refreshed by the wave of pleasure that had worked its way through her. So vulnerable, it almost made me cry to see the expression in her eyes.


   


  When I untied her however, the reaction was exactly as I expected. “You conniving bitch!” she came up like an angry cat and roared, reminding me that she’d never been peaceful at all. She lunged at me, and I ran. But then she captured me anyway, threw me to the floor and pinned me. She sat above my face, pressing her juicy cunt to my mouth. “Give me the rest, Roxanna,” she demanded. “I need more.”


   


  I was smiling, practically laughing that I’d made her so mad. But I wasn’t in a position to bargain - with her bottom resting on my face. After satisfying her, my punishment was pretty simple. She slapped my breasts until they were red and hot. It was punishment all right, but it was making my body ready for something more.


   


  “Don’t ever do it again, Roxanna,” she warned. I laughed at her, just as she would laugh at me, but I had to satisfy myself with masturbating since she wasn’t about to help me out. We didn’t speak for days.


   


  The silence between us broke after Carly had been gone two days on one of her unannounced trips. I was a little frantic that she’d left in the first place thinking we should probably patch things up before she went on the prowl. I didn’t want to see her do something stupid. Being pissed off was one of the great motivators for her bad behavior. Afraid for her, I started combing her familiar territory: the bars and strip joints along the old wharf in our harbor town. When she wanted men, she wanted them rough and brutal—”guys with real balls,” she’d say. I suppose deep down she had a need to be punished and I could never give her the kind she really loved. How many times I picked up her broken pieces, I don’t recall. Thankfully, she always went back together.


   



  This time, I found her in a strip joint, the kind with the dirty neon flashing outside at irregular intervals, the name of the joint something like “Stingers”, but it was hard to tell since part of the sign was missing. I hadn’t seen her in this place in months, maybe longer than a year. I felt squeamish walking in. Why’d she have to pick this one? Her usual haunts would have worked just fine to make me mad. She must be doing it to get me back, not just drinking and playing around with the patrons, but dancing nude in this hole in the wall.


   


  Inside it was almost impossible to see or breathe through the fog of smoke. When I arrived she’d just finished her stage dance, and was sitting naked on some longshoreman’s lap getting fondled. I just watched for awhile, initially just glad to know that she was all right. She’d hate it if I came between her and the burly man whose hands roved her pendulous breasts. That was the type of dive this was: no rules for the women. I suppose if any girl dared to work there, she must not care if she got felt up.


   


  Watching Carly move so sensuously on the man’s lap made me jealous for awhile. Her kisses to his brow and those on his lips reminded me how I loved her lips on me. When the gruff man’s hand went to her crotch, I winced to see her part her legs so he could have access to what I considered mine. I’d always known that I would share Carly with the whole world. The choice wasn’t even mine to make otherwise. But to see it so close up… as much as I loathed looking… I couldn’t take my eyes from her and that man’s impatient hands.


   


  A few minutes later Carly stood up and led the man to a room behind the bar. There wasn’t suppose to be real sex for the patrons, but no one followed that rule either. There were dozens of exceptions every night.


   


  I followed them to the back of the place, and stood at the curtain watching the pair. They fucked hard, the longshoreman groping her like she was meat, while Carly screamed for him to screw her harder. When she looked up to see me standing in the doorway, I said nothing and neither did she. With just that much eye contact, it was mutually agreed that this act evened any debt I owed her for keeping her tied up that one long day.


   


  When I took her home that night, she seduced me into bed with her soulful eyes tuned to my heart. After having a crude fuck just hours before, she was lush like the wine on her breath, like a garden just over the edge of summer, like a ripe peach that drips juice down your hand. Afterwards, I lay with my head on the pillow of her belly and allowed her hand to stroke my face. I felt her breath, her stomach gurgle, and smelled the scent of the man in the bar, the smoke and the cheap perfume that she’d sprayed to disguise where she’d been that afternoon. Bathing in her essence, I drifted off to sleep, happily.


   



  Carly wasn’t going to last forty years. If she made thirty I’d be surprised. When she was being kind and we weren’t fighting, she’d tell me how I kept her sane and safe. How she could never live without me, though I know that wasn’t true. After sex, she’d often ask me questions about God and salvation, like, was she bound for heaven or hell? I couldn’t tell her for certain. After all, I wasn’t sure if just being natural and being yourself could get you excluded from heaven. She only did bad things because she hurt so much. Because inside, the little Carly had never grown up. Besides, her sins were harmless. I told her she was likely to get to the pearly gates because she was too stubborn not to, and because I figured that God really liked mavericks—he’d made so many. I suggested to her that people like her kept the world from getting too serious about itself. We needed crazies like Carly to break the rules once in a while, to remind us how human we are. She liked that, since for some time, she’d thought she was crazy.


   


  Another time, Carly asked me what I thought about my death. I told her I was much too worried about living to think about another lifetime, or the afterlife. She asked what I thought of the stars, and could there be one there just for her—and if it had life on it, would the people look like her? She asked me why it was that the nastiest sex felt the best, why looking into my eyes she got shivers, why on a summer’s day she’d think she was hearing the sound of her mother’s voice when the wind blew, and why toads had to croak?


   


  We did the best at times like this, when she’d question me about a whole lot of things I don’t know anything about—though it was fun to speculate. She always made me feel special asking me for answers, like I really had them. It was a good thing that times like these happened often with Carly. I don’t think I could have stood the madness otherwise.


   



  I’d be stroking her naked back with the palm of my hand, thinking how soft she was, how she was radiating a special energy—like she was open to anything—like sex had made us both much bigger than we were, so we felt as if we were floating in a bubble together towards the sky. She’d ask the questions; I’d supply the answers, and then sometimes in the middle of being terminally serious, we’d break out laughing. After we rolled on the floor and our sides hurt too much, she’d have me on my back, her body pressed against mine, our hefty breasts meeting happily. “You know you shouldn’t be so serious,” she’d tell me as if she weren’t the one that started all the serious talk.


   


  I’d just kiss her. It was the real answer to everything —getting her to kiss back, getting our tongues to join for awhile, and then letting our lips roam free. I loved the crook of her neck all along to the collar bone and then down between her breasts. And those breasts—there’s nothing short of heaven as tender as a woman’s bosom. Large like hers, they were made for burying your head, for comforting, for raising those peculiar tingles that went to the toes and cunt, and brought shivers back up the spine. She told me once that she had a theory about sexual orgasms, that they began everywhere: in the fingers, the lips, the toes, the underarms, and that plump place at root of the bottom—once caressed, or spanked or tickled, the sensation races to the groin to join all the others in a frenzied dance. I wasn’t sure about her theory but I was sure that that is how she pictured arousal. She pictured herself happy, without real thoughts, without much depth, skimming through life drinking in pleasure and little more. She told me that, and I’d want to remind her of the times she cried in my arms in sadness; but then to do that, I might burst her contented bubble.


   


  Carly left one day and didn’t return. I combed the bars and strip joints as I always did to find her, but somehow I knew I wouldn’t find her this time. I mourned her passing as if she’d died, but I knew that hadn’t happened; not yet. I could still feel the living Carly enough to know that she was still walking the earth. As the months went by without her, I began to fill up the empty place she left with other lovers—ones more stable—though they were hardly as much fun. I was more at peace, but not quite as thrilled with life.


   


  And then there was the day not long ago, I was reading through the classified in the paper—Carly knew how I usually read the paper from the front page to back every day—and there at the top of the personals was a message from her. Roxanna, it’s me, thinking of you forever. Carly.


   


  I smiled, glad that she still had me in her thoughts, and knowing that she must be in a pretty good place, just being Carly. I loved her all the more, even if this time, she wouldn’t let me save her.


   


  A Few Moments Of Heaven


   


  Dark passioned lovers melt in the heat


  


  of the unending desire,


  that continuously explodes in their need filled loins.


   


  Twisted bodies writhe like entwining snakes,


  while mouths and teeth and lips


  pursue, capture and then consume each other’s


  sweat ladened flesh.


   


  Desires, steaming wild desires crawl from hidden recesses,


  demanding attention needing fulfillment,


  torturing the naked bodies while raking open their souls,


  exposing the exotic cravings of stark honesty


  without veneers and sweet coverings.


   


  Pain, pleasure, joy and wantonness


  conspire to overwhelm reason and logic,


  leaving unrestrained feeling, satiated passion,


  quenched desire, met needs and fulfillment;


  fulfillment of bodies,


  their remains lying spent in a tangled sprawl,


  of minds, blank slates wiped clean waiting


  for new thoughts, new ideas,


  creations to be written,


  of souls that now mesh and join in an ancient coupling


  that creates a few moments of heaven.


   


  KH


  In The Palm Of Her Hand


   


   


  “I never wear underwear and I almost never wear pants. You never know when a good shot of pussy will come in handy.” Her deep melodious voice held him captive as it always did. She sat with her red knit dress hiked high on her long firm thighs, no hose, no stockings, no slip, just tanned lean flesh. With her legs crossed there was not an inch of her outer leg that didn’t show.


  Jerome Sebastian would have liked to trace his finger along the line of her leg, from her knee to where the fabric of her skirt ended, lifting it up just another inch or two, to gaze at the soft brown bush between her legs. He would never forget the sight of that perfect mound, exquisitely formed, and carefully shaved to create a titillating tan line. She wore little more than a tiny thong when she sunbathed, if she wore anything at all. However, instead of playing out his endless fantasies, Jerome just lusted. He’d been lusting after Juliet Remarque for well over a year.


  He loved the way she cocked her head to the side. He loved the cunning smirk, the devious glimmer in her eye, how in an instant her expression could change to tender instead of tough, innocent instead of shrewd. He knew from the beginning that there was little tender and innocent about Juliet. Her aroma was always musky fragrant, and there was a darkness in her eyes as if some savage animal haunted the interiors of her psyche. Jerome had the distinct feeling it was this darkness, this animal in her that she worked conscientiously to control. It would have been too easy to label her a bitch otherwise. And few men knew exactly how much of a bitch she was until they’d been thoroughly seduced by her.


  Her painted red lips were sensually full, drawing the listener to watch the way they moved when she spoke. She wore her long brunette hair swept back and tied tightly in a bun with a bow or a scarf or a clasp to hold it. And she always wore large gold earrings swinging from her ears. Juliet was a distinct but simply adorned sexual statement.


  Jerome had hired her nearly eighteen months before. Then, she’d slept with him, and he recalled how the long hair about her shoulders softened the hard edges of her glamorous beauty. They were in a limo on the way to her hotel. She was in town for the interview.


  “You have to be tough for this job, Juliet,” he’d told her. I need an associate who can hit the right buttons of those I assign to them, you need to be coy, careful, intelligent, well thought out. You have to stay detached, not too much heart …”


  She looked at him with her eyelids lowered. He watched her skirt rise further on her thighs as she turned sideways so he could not avoid glancing down at the feathery hairs between her legs glistening in the dim light. It was so clearly visible it unnerved him.


  She ran her hand down the inside of his thigh and his whole body shivered. He could not prevent his cock from hardening in his pants.


  “I can be detached and cool under fire, Jerome. I have little qualms in dealing with men. I have no doubt I can do anything you need me to do.”


  Her hand reached forward to caress the obvious bulge in his pants. He felt as if she was pouring some sexual potion into his loins by some mysterious unseen process. Her smoky gray eyes were riveted on his and that something animal about her leapt out. There was no way he could resist. No way he’d regain his composure. She’d flamed his sexual fires, transporting him some place far beyond the limo and their mutual business.


  Her fingers deftly pulled at the zipper of his pants and reached in to fondle his now stiff dick. With a gentle tug she set it free.


  “Oh gawd,” he gasped, his head dropping back, though he could not close his eyes. He could not stop voyeuring the delicious show, as his large erection bobbed before them both, just before Juliet’s red lips descended on the thick shaft.


  “Look at me,” she instructed him, as her tongue began to play with the sensitive head. His focus had not altered from her, as though she was weaving some spell that his eyes dare not break. She ran her tongue about every inch of his cock, as she played vigorously with his balls beneath. Then, with a sudden abruptness, she swallowed him, fully consuming every bit of his eight inches deep in her throat.


  Her head bobbed up and down as she worked the shaft with both lips and fingers. The rush of sensation was so rich he could not hold back the cum that threatened to break loose.


  “Harder,” he gasped, as she willingly responded. “Fuck!” He bucked against her face, and then shot deep down her throat, his milky juice spilling out in one rush after another, and as she withdrew from him, spilling out on her mouth. The picture was divine!


  The most beguiling smile issued from her shadowy facade. Jerome was incapable of comprehending what had just taken place, except that it was the most acutely intense orgasm he’d ever known, so brusque, so fierce, as if she’d pulled it from him with a power from which he had no defense.


   


  Jerome had planned to drop her at the hotel and meet her later for dinner. Instead, she nearly led him by his silk tie to her tenth floor suite.


  “You’re a man who responds quickly. I like that,” she said. She pulled him gently by his pants, slowly backing her way into her gracious rooms.


  “You’re amazing me, Juliet,” he replied. “I’d heard stories about you, but I never guessed …”


  “Shhh,” she said, placing a silencing finger over her lips. “This is the only way to get acquainted, nothing else matters if we don’t understand each other in bed.”


  As her hips swayed, her breasts stretched against the fabric of her clothes. He could hardly believe that his cock was already growing firm again.


  She fell back on the bed, and he landed over her, his mouth from instinct planting itself on hers, his tongue prying open the mouth that had taken him, exploring deep down her willing throat. It was as if she was opening herself to him, laying herself totally at his mercy.


  His fingers grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up.


  “Oh, yes, your lips,” she whispered, and she pushed him down to her naked cunt. He smelled a thick sweet perfume, tasted the tartness of her inner thighs, that were already sticky with juice dampening the folds and furrows. His tongue wandered from her thighs to the deep recesses of her groin, to at last the fragrant purple lips that parted beckoning.


  “Tongue me. Bite me there. My clit,” she panted.


  He complied with delicate nibbles …


  “Harder!” she exclaimed.


  His teeth bore down on the hard bud before his lips, and bolts of sensation shot from her as he pinched that delicate orb.


  She bucked against him, “Aaaaaaaagh!” Her cry rang from the room, as she jerked back, “Fuck me!” she growled. Pulling him up atop her and flinging her legs over his shoulders, she guided his cock to her pulsing cunt and they slammed each other without stopping until her body tensed so hard about him that he was afraid his cock would be cut off.


  “Haah, haah, haah, keep on …” she gasped, as she rocked against him. “Don’t stop!” she cried. He pumped her as savagely as he’d ever fucked any woman.


  He felt the deep throbbing about him, his own orgasm beginning to mount again.


  “Fuck me …” she screamed, and she thrashed about, her orgasm moving through her like a wild storm The force of it penetrated him almost as if it was his own. But before she tired, they rolled over by her desire, his cock slipping from her cunt. Then her hips rose before him and he entered her pussy from behind.


  “My ass,” she told him.


  He was shocked. But only for a moment. His fingers began a reluctant journey to the puckering hole before him. He’d never had ass, never had it offered, though his desire mounted as his fingers began to find their way inside the binding narrow hole. He lubricated the opening and then one finger after another penetrated beyond her sphincter.


  “More,” Juliet breathed darkly, her hips pounding into his groin, that dark place beckoning him.


  Jerome pulled himself from her cunt, the hard end of his prick pressing itself against her rear door until it released and his shaft moved easily down the long taut passage. Her body swayed in his hands, the throaty mellow sounds of pleasure issuing from her. “Ahh, more,” she directed. Her whole being seemed one with his in this slower, baser, earthier rhythm of copulation. He’d pulled the dress from her body so that her breasts swung free beneath her, and he grasped at them, held them as he moved in and out of her ass end in tempo to another mounting orgasm. This time, he would shoot again. He could sense it coming, not furiously like the first in the limo, but slow and steady like distant thunder mounts before the storm of rain. They moved fast and slow to each other’s pace, their beat a resonant music.


  “Aaaaaaah,” she began to groan and didn’t stop.


  A guttural sound issued from his throat. He pulled her up against him, both on their knees, his hands grabbing at her flesh with mindless spontaneity. He clutched her breasts and pinched her nipples until little utterances escaped her lips and the pain caused her to jerk against the cock in her ass. He held her hair and she screamed. Every act of her willing body sent the temperature of their fuck to a higher degree…until they could stand no more.


  She exploded.


  “Fuck meeeeeee!” she roared, and in the same instant she tightened around his cock so hard that he stabbed at her violently, and beat her backside unrelentingly with his prick, until for the second time that afternoon he spewed himself into Juliet.


  They fell forward, exhausted.


  She panted as he still held her with his arms about her. He heaved a thousand sighs into the base of her neck. It was sweaty there, her hair matted to her, her olive skin glimmering. Their bodies stuck to each other and he would have commingled with her forever on the quilted hotel covers. Even their breathing for a moment was one, as if his cock in her divine asshole had contrived such a delicious unison.


   


  The respite was brief. Juliet sent him to shower once the air around them had begun to chill their bodies.


  She followed him into the bath, once he’d finished. At the shower door, she gave him a long wet kiss and then slipped inside.


   


  A half hour later, Jerome lounged in the living room of the suite in a terry hotel robe. He roamed through a dozen TV channels waiting for Juliet Remarque to emerge from the bedroom.


  “I think these are yours,” she said. He turned to see her with a towel covering only her cunt and ass. Her breasts were dripping with water, little rivulets making their way down their curves. Though her body looked hot, her once steamy demeanor had turned cold. “I have a date tonight with my fiancé, so I won’t be able to have dinner,” she said. “But I do think we’ve covered all the important information, now that you know every orifice I have to offer, and I know you.” She was smug and collected, and speaking with a haughtiness fit for royalty. “I don’t believe in hiding things between business partners, do you?” The question was only rhetorical. “You can call me about ten tomorrow morning and let me know about my first assignment.” Then she dropped his clothes on the couch and walked back into the bedroom, shutting the door with a decided firmness.


  “Assumptive bitch!” Jerome thought later, but it didn’t matter, he hired her anyway.


   


  In the months since, Jerome hadn’t had so much as a blow job from her, though there was a casual closeness that would likely have not developed without that astonishing afternoon.


  How he would have loved to have screwed her again, He’d fantasized about taking her on his terms, not hers; but she’d made it clear that that wouldn’t happen, not ever. All he had of her anymore was the sumptuous view of her carefully exposed flesh, a peek at her bush and a glance at a gaping suit that revealed the hard bud of an erect nipple.


  Today, as he remembered that first meeting, her breasts were fully covered by the clinging blue knit of her dress. He could see outlines, recall what was beneath the exteriors she’d put on for him, even visualize her stripping the two of them again for a hearty fuck. Yet he knew that wouldn’t happen.


  “You use your talents well, your works reflects it,” Jerome said truly appreciative. She was excellent at what she did, her reputation had preceded her and he’d not been the least bit disappointed. Though he occasionally was concerned for her safety. There was no way he could, without compromising himself, protect her against some of the foul men that she toyed with, especially if she chose to bed them to get the information he wanted. He did wonder if she was as wild with her assignments as she had been with him.


  “Thank you,” she replied.


  “You know, Juliet, I’ve said this before, I think you sometimes take too many chances.”


  She looked at him with a devilish gleam. “If I didn’t take changes, I wouldn’t get results, and if I didn’t take chances it wouldn’t be any fun for me.”


  “And that’s what this is to you, fun?”


  “Of course, why do it for any other reason?”


  He was always awed by her. Women were not suppose to be as bold and direct as Juliet, but for him, she’d become a valuable weapon. He suspected he’d use her as long as she was willing. “So you have something special for me?” she asked.


  He peered at her, the lust rising once again in his loins, it never failed to in her presence. “How about I take you to dinner and we …”


  “…Have a few drinks and a romp in bed,” she jumped in. “Jerome, I told you, you got it all when I started working for you. There’s nothing else to show you. Besides, it would never be that good again. I’m an open book, what more could you write on these pages?”


  He could think of many things, if she only gave him half the chance. “You’re flattering me needlessly, you little slut,”


  She laughed. “I just want to keep you happy,” she offered.


  “You know what would keep me happy,” he replied.


  “Yes, I do, Jerome, know what keeps you happy, and it’s all in dollars and cents.”


  She was smug. But she was right.


  “Then let’s get back to business,” he said, changing his tone abruptly. “I need information from a Midwest firm, a small outfit out of Chicago. They know everything that’s going on in that city and everything financial east of the Mississippi to New York …. I’ve been toying with some deals for six months, what they know could close the whole package in thirty days.”


  “Why have you waited so long?” she wondered.


  Jerome laughed. “The head of the outfit is as hard as nails, and frankly, Juliet, I was afraid for you to go after him. He’s that tough.”


  “Who is he?” she asked


  Jerome paused as if he was still unsure. There was more than just a little reluctance on his part, but he was nearly desperate to have his information, even if it meant that he might be sacrificing his favorite spy.


  “You’ve got to be careful, he’s as shrewd as they come,” he warned.


  “Who is he?” she asked again, annoyed.


  He pursed his lips that tightened his otherwise handsome face into a pinched scowl that Juliet hated. Jerome was too damned dramatic sometimes.


  “Michael Caproni,” he finally said.


  “Michael Caproni, hummmm.” There was a pleasant look on her face, not quite a smile.


  “You know him?”


  “Only in passing,” she said. “More like, know of him than anything.”


  “Well, maybe that’s okay. You’ll be forewarned. Still, I hesitate sending you on this one …” he started.


  “Hesitate, why? He’s just a man.”


  “But a dangerous one. He’s as cold as ice. There are those who wonder if he has a cock at all he’s so chilling.”


  “Well, love, all I can do is try,” Juliet replied coyly.


  Jerome could already sense the devious machinations of her brain, swirling about with all sorts of thoughts that were bound to be hazardous. He wondered if he wasn’t going too far this time. “Just be careful,” he said.


  “I will, my sweet, have I ever given you cause to worry before?” she asked.


  “Yes,” he pounced, his eyes flashing quickly. “All the time.”


  “You have no guts, Jerome, that’s why you need me.”


  “I have no cunt,” he replied sharply. “That’s why I need you.”


  “Just give me his file, asshole, and I’ll get you what you need.”


  Jerome handed her the manila folder, which she didn’t bother to look at. Slipping it into her purse, she left the office giving Jerome his complimentary peck on the cheek.


  Watching her leave, Jerome knew that it would only be a matter of days and he’d have his information.


   


  On the street, Juliet Remarque found the nearest public telephone, and dialed the number that she knew by heart.


  “Darling,” she purred quietly to the man that answered her call. “We have him now, right where we want him. I told you Jerome would be in the palm of my hand. Now it’s time to celebrate.” She listened for a moment. “Oh, by the way, Michael,” she said just as she was about to hang up. “He told me you were dangerous.” She smiled as she spoke. “Do you think I have anything to worry about?” She began to laugh.


  On the other end of the line, Michael Caproni just chuckled. If Jerome Sebastian only knew, he thought to himself, as he listened to the sweet voice of his fiancé purring like a jungle cat in his ear.


  Taffeta


   


   The color of my dress was green, the color of my eyes. That first time, I remember dressing myself for hours. Like I was a bride. I prepared myself well, if not nervously.


  The day before I shaved my legs, my underarms and then I took bold strokes with my pubic mound. One stroke led to another, and what I usually did so I could wear a bikini … well, all the rest came off too. There wasn’t one lock of silky hair remaining between my legs. I liked the look. Taut legs, a firm belly, enhanced breasts to a full “D” cup and now a shaved pubic mound making me look almost virginal—almost. I was any man’s dream, so I thought.


  On the day of my daring new venture, I prepared with a scented cream, every inch of me covered with a confection that would taste as good to the tongue as its aroma was to the sense of smell. Dressing, I thought that traditional black was only appropriate. Black garter belt, black silk stockings with lace trimmed tops and a black bra that pushed high my full “D” breasts into an impressive cleavage.


  I strutted for awhile before the mirror, watching the way my nipples without encouragement seemed to pop right out of the bra. They wouldn’t do that in the dress, but then again, I didn’t expect to be wearing the dress all night.


  My just washed red hair curled by itself. Shaking it out a little more vigorously than usual, it framed my face with sassy abundance. Lipstick, blush, mascara and a few wild colors at my eyes lids—I let the tawdry woman in me awaken, not realizing until that moment how honest I was being with myself. The more I gazed at the transformation before my eyes, the more real the woman in the mirror became.


  Taffeta, there was just the green taffeta and the black spike heels left to make the picture perfect.


   


  I thought of Michael, what he’d think of me if he knew. How many nights I’d laid awake waiting for him, listening to the sound of the computer keys clicking madly long into the hours after midnight. While I was only half awake, I hoped I’d find his body next to mine, moving in behind me like he once did when we were first married. But with the sound of the of the keys still clicking in the other room, it was clear I’d be spending the essence of the night alone.


  I wondered what was so fascinating about his games and the net surfing that could capture his imagination for hours on end. “Just a minute,” he’d tell me if I called to him. But that was all the response I’d get.


  It was all those nights that brought me to my indecent choice. That, and a chance peek at his covert activities one night when I rose from bed to get a drink of water from the kitchen. He should have heard me, but apparently he was too enthralled with the computer screen to notice that I was watching him from the doorway of his office. When I saw that his hand was in his lap, fondling his prick, I suppose my eyes opened like a green eyed dragon’s. I gazed at the monitor surprised to see that there were pictures on the screen, images of women in full Technicolor, body parts displayed like a porno movie playing with my husband’s mind.


  Michael’s penis was erect, close to ejaculation. The way he his breathing took up that familiar rhythm I’d once known so well. No wonder he didn’t need me for sex anymore. Though I could hardly believe that this box of nuts and bolts and electronic wizardry gave him more than my warm womanly body.


   


  ***


   


  “I don’t want an entanglement, I don’t even think I want an affair,” I explained to my friend, Diana, two weeks later as we shared a causal lunch at a downtown cafe. “I just want sex.” It sounded so bold saying that, but I relished the words for the power they seemed to have.


  “You’re a woman of your times, Kristin,” Diana replied without wincing at all.


  “And I’m hurt,” I added.


  “Of course you are,” she said kindly. “Replaced by a computer?” Then she winced. I winced too, feeling about 2” tall, and much less a woman than I’d ever felt.


  “I want to hurt him back, if I could,” I said. “But then, I don’t do computer sex. I hate it over the phone, and I’m not sure I have it in me to pick up guys in bars anymore.”


  “Who does?” she agreed.


  I sighed. “So, I suppose I’ll find some lonely man to moon about. Have the affair, go through all the wrenching drama, and hope that when Michael finds out he’ll be kind. If I even care anymore.” I was totally sarcastic.


  “Either that, or you could …” she hesitated, her thin lips making a half smile, her eyes dancing naughtily. “You could sell yourself,” she suggested.


  “Sell?” I suppose I was too naive to get her message right off.


  “Turn tricks, darling. Have your sex without strings and make some money on the side.”


  I laughed, and shook my head, remembering how Diana liked to tease.


  “You don’t think I’m serious, do you?” she said.


  “Of course you’re not,” I said.


  She was a corporate lawyer like myself, respectability written all over her wise face. She dressed in tweeds in winter and plain worsted cotton in the spring and summer. She was not a slut—the last woman in my life with scandalous secrets in her closet.


  “But I am serious,” she countered me.


  “Like you turn tricks when you’re not winning cases in court?” I still did not believe her.


  She smiled: one deeply warm, and very wise and very obvious the message it communicated to me. “I started in college because I ran short of money. I do it now for fun.”


  I couldn’t contain the way my heart beat, or my crotch pulsed. As her revelation sunk in, I could feel myself release a little stream of sex juice, as if I was actually aroused by the picture of her “other” life.


  “Truth is,” she continued, “my case load is a little heavy this season. I’d love to pass on a couple of regulars to you until the work lightens. Besides, these guys will love you. They’ll love the change. I give them good sex; but you’d give them something new. Most of the time it’s just down and dirty sex. These are not lonely hearts looking for a wife . They want real lovers, sexual goddesses.


  I couldn’t believe what I heard. And if she hadn’t been one of my best friends for nearly ten years, I’m sure I would have fled—not from judgment, but from fear. I was trembling everywhere as though she’d opened wide a door in me I never knew was there. Peeking inside, I was stunned by what I saw.


  “Me? A goddess?” I gasped.


  “Ooo, Diana, you know you are,” she purred.


  I couldn’t reply. Every bit of me tingled with a thrill I hadn’t felt in months.


  “Think about it, Kristin,” she counseled me. “They’re good clean johns, upright kinds of men who simply like their sex a little more …” she paused, “primitive than most.” She looked at me cool as a cucumber through her clear brown eyes. And for a moment, I sensed she was seducing me. And there I was, feeling as though the rightful order of my world had been turned on end.


  Diana shrugged when I didn’t give her an answer. Truth was, I could hardly speak. We went on to talk about a dozen different things before the conversation lagged; and we finally parted with a sweet peck on the lips and a warm hug, her offer lingering between us so that we’d never talk again without thinking of it.


   


  I think the word “primitive” was what remained in my mind, the word and the images of primitive playing a non-stop erotic masterpiece in my head for days. I’d never thought of myself as a commodity for purchase, though the instant that idea swept my brain, I couldn’t live without the luscious sensation that it raised.


  Masturbations, daydreams, nightmares and fantasies—none could substitute for what I knew eventually I’d dare to try. I was haunted for days, pissed as hell that Diana had made this proposal; but realizing the effect it had on me. My choice was clear.


   


  When I finally told her, I’d take one trick off her schedule, there was silence on the other end of the phone, while she considered my decision.


  “I don’t think you’ll be satisfied with one, dear,” she said. “It’ll get in your blood.”


  I didn’t agree. Surely one would be enough, one to take the edge off my sexual fury, one to let the desire have its night, so then I’d be done with it, one just because I couldn’t imagine my life without it any longer.


  “You can start with George,” she interjected in the middle of my musing.


  “George?” Sounded old and weathered to me.


  “He’s not what you think,” she said, reading my mind. “About forty, great build and terrific sandy colored hair. He’s really exquisite and very discreet, and … “ she sounded aroused herself just thinking of him, “a lion in bed. If your cunt needs a workout, he’s the one.”


  “That’s exactly what I need,” I answered her pleased.


   


  ***


   


  Taffeta. I chose the fabric because of the sensual swish when I walk. Green. I picked green but it naturally works with my red hair. Tight. Because that’s the way a whore would dress. I admit, it was a little over the edge when Diana had told me to keep it tasteful; but I needed a costume that spoke to me as clearly as it would to the man that paid me.


   


  “You say you’re going to a cocktail party, where?” Michael asked, noticing how I looked leaving the house. I think I shocked him, all dolled up. He hadn’t seen me like this in months. I wonder if I looked at all like the buxom women on his computer screen, and if for just a moment he wished I’d stay at home.


  “Diana’s law office,” I answered him.


  “That fancy, huh?” he wondered.


  “She said she was getting an award, and as her friend I need to make a good impression.”


  Michael nodded. “Have a good time,” he said lightly. “I suppose you’ll be late?”


  “I suppose so,” I agreed. And that was it, not even the slightest indication that my attire had turned him on or that he had any interest beyond his offhand remarks.


  As I walked out the door, the reality of my marriage stung, while the reality of my night suddenly loomed in front of me like a beckoning vision. To my despair and my satisfaction I had yet another motivation for being hired that night for sex: it was time to feel desired again, to bring on the allure and the sexual heat. It was time to feel like a woman again. It was time for sex.


  There was a cocktail party at Diana’s office, just like she said, and George was there. Easy way to meet. Like any old date, was my first thought.


  I saw the “once-over” in the handsome man’s perusal of me when Diana introduced us, like he was giving his approval. “She’ll do just fine.” I could almost read his thoughts, though it made me nervous, like a girl at a seventh grade dance, at least until he took my arm and gave me one appreciative smile.


  I remember nothing of the small talk, the interminable hour before George finally suggested that we go to the boss’s lounge so we could be alone. (George was great friends with Diana’s senior partner, so I’d learned. How convenient.) I nodded, grateful to be getting to the gist of our relationship. I was too nervous for anything else but sex.


  “She told me to go easy on you, your first time,” he said, as we rode the elevator to the eleventh floor.


  “Easy? Is that really necessary?” I replied, certain that I didn’t want “easy” at all, not after days of waiting for this man’s hands on me.


  “Exactly my thoughts,” George replied. “After all, I do plan to get what I paid for.” He was haughty, self assured, not exactly the kind of man I expected, though there was a sexual charge in his manner.


  Moments later in the privacy of the plush paneled office, I felt his hands on me, the first in what seemed like years. It was probably only months, but the way my body suddenly jolted excitedly, I felt that a century’s worth of sexual energy had been stored in me and was about to burst.


  He tore into me, practically tore away the dress leaving me in my black underwear. He fondled me hard, kneaded my ass and slapped it, then did the same with my breasts. I’d never been made love to like this before, and it was nothing like my imagination pictured. Yet it was exactly what I needed: the kind of sex that I’d never forget. He was paying for the merchandise and I would perform, our bargain was as simple as that.


  It wasn’t five minutes of vigorous groping before George had me bent over the boss’s desk, my legs apart, his dick fast inside my pussy. Five minutes and he was thrusting hard. His dick was so firm, I assumed he was tearing me apart.


  “You’re going to make a great whore,” he declared, slapping my ass. If he slapped it once, he slapped it a dozen times.


  I heard the words and felt the sting, and began to feel a little more like myself again. Getting into the rhythm, I wriggled my groin into his, so he fucked me faster, spanked me harder, and didn’t stop for a second until he ripped off his orgasm with a tuneful groan. Once spent, he withdrew, turned me around, and pushed me to the floor, where I licked his half limp prick, tasting him and me on the long droopy shaft.


  “Good start,” he said at last. “You’re going to work out okay.”


  “You’ve got more in mind?” I asked, being pulled to my feet..


  “Oh, babe, we’ve only started,” George answered me. “The night is young, and your ass is mine until three a.m..”


  “Three?” I looked at him amazed.


  “Diana figured you’d want to be in your bed in the morning, otherwise I’d have paid for the night.” He was brusque, assuming, totally undaunted by the fear that seemed to take its grip on me. I’d signed up for the night, and at midnight I had three hours to go.


  “Go freshen your make-up,” he ordered as he slapped my ass again, tossing the green taffeta my way. He pointed to the executive bath at the other end of the office, and I dutifully obeyed.


   


  An hour later we were in the midst of another party on the other side of town. Up three flights of stairs to a fancy penthouse loft, I found myself surrounded by women of the evening, all like me with hair and clothes and the make-up to allure, and the men about to screw them. Was this me? Dressed to kill. Body lush. The energy of the erotic night taking all my decency away? I had only moments to consider until a couple joints and a little liquor, and I was like all the other whores, flying high.


  And before I could think, before reason could call a halt to my crimes, there I was with the taffeta gone, strutting about the palatial rooms it nothing but my garter belt and stockings. My bra discarded too, I paraded topless, letting any man who approached me, sample my flesh as if they were picking a peach from a bin of fruit.


  George was gone, off in another woman’s arms. And while he licked that woman’s breasts, I was taken to a bedroom and screwed again, this man’s dick as full and steady as the one that took me earlier that night. And all I could think was, how many more?


  Diana might have said that I was ripe. I contend it was justice. George just thought of it as what I was destined to be. Regardless of the opinion however, there was just one result - I worked the night on my back like a pro, serving up my female wares like any respectable whore off the street.


   


  When George dropped me off outside my apartment, it was nearly five a.m. Was Michael worried. Had he stayed up half the night wondering where I was, or would I find him sound asleep in bed, or better yet, bent over the keyboard, his head resting on his arms?


  “You’ll be free Saturday?” George said as I got out of his car.


  “Saturday?” I wondered aloud.


  He had my hand in his, squeezing it so hard it hurt. “Yes, Saturday, Kristin. You’ll be ready for it again, don’t worry.”


  “I thought Diana told you?” I said a little confused by the way he assumed so much.


  “That you were going for a single trick? Yeah sure,” he chuckled. “And we’re both going to sprout wings and fly.”


  “But …”


  “But nothing, Kristin, you’re Tina now. And you’re my whore and I’m you’re pimp, and you’ll come when I call.” He saw my jaw drop to the ground, and he smiled.


  “Surely you didn’t think Diana did it alone?” He looked so amused and I so stunned. “Don’t looked so shocked,” he jibed. “You got the looks, you got the moves, you got the cunt of whore. Just come when I call, and we’ll do just fine.”


  “That’s what Diana does? You’re her pimp too?”


  “Why of course,” he replied.


  I was on the street by then, and seconds later George was speeding off.


   


  Yes, I was in green taffeta, stocking, heels and lots of make-up the night I became George’s whore. He’s now my pimp, and I’m his girl. And when it’s George, I fuck because I owe him that much, I wear the green taffeta like I did that first night. Like paying homage, a respectful ritual to the man that’s made the happy slut of me.


  I thank god for George, for Diana, the taffeta, and even Michael’s computer. If it weren’t for these strange pieces of my life, I might have never known myself.


   


  And Michael? Well I’m not with Michael now. He never did get the message, never bothered to take a real look at me. What does he do now to get his jollies? I suppose what he did before. I can still see him there in front of the monitor looking at his moving pictures, his dick in hand about to shoot, his other hand grabbing for the Kleenx before he ruins the keyboard with his cum.


  Funny, how I heard the other day, that pictures of me are being posted on the Internet. Can you imagine that: a film of my finest hour, in all my raunchy, naked, next to nothing glory going out worldwide to a web of horny men? It makes me wonder, if someday my ex will see my body swaying before his eyes. I wonder if he’ll recognize the face, the “D” cup breasts, the naked cunt and the lure of my eyes? Will he recognize me, or will I just float past his senses, just another woman in stilted moving pictures on the screen, one that makes his dick hard, and his cock shoot in a passionless sex with no names, no heart-beat and no warm wondrous mellow cunt to soothe the ache between his legs.


  The Last Summer


   


   It was the fall of 1941. At the Grand Hotel ladies in sundresses and broad brimmed hats gathered along the grassy lawns looking like tea-cakes in the morning sun. The autumn breeze swept through the grounds of the old place reminding everyone, for all the heat, that it was still September, the leaves were about to turn, and it was indeed approaching a new season. With arrival of fall they would be forced to return to a world more real than the one they reveled in for the three languorous months of summer. As they kissed goodbye beside their daddy’s roadsters, the ladies weeping softly for a time now lost, they were obliged to recall that something rare, something magical and perhaps portentous, something outside the boundaries of their conventional lives had happened while they vacationed in this world beyond the real one.


  More than any other year—for reasons they wouldn’t understand until much later—it had been a season they’d never forget, a summer to remember above all others.


  The season had been a lush erotic one. But then that was expected. Everything that usually happened at the Grand Hotel in summer, happened that year, but perhaps with a little more flair than even the last several years …


  Jenny Holcomb lost her virginity after having held on to the myth of a real romantic entanglement for what seemed like centuries. Though it couldn’t have been that long since Jenny was only twenty-five. She lost her battle for “chastity till marriage” at crotch of Derrick St. James, a near-do-well charmer who was in his third year at Brown and still trying to pass his freshman classes. He was destined to make several woman that summer less than chaste, though Jenny was by far his greatest triumph. The prim princess had been turning down men who wanted inside her pants every summer with such regularity, it was a wonder that any man tried anymore. Her saving grace, of course, was her beauty: tiny classical features, the small mouth and dainty lips, the eyes that sparkled, looking as if she was about to wink at any second, and the delicately carved nose, that made her admirers think she was the model used by all the great artists of the last three centuries—even though that was impossible. Her flowing golden tresses insured her soft allure. And there was no man’s heart that this stunning ideal of the feminine grace did not send aflutter. However, it was more than just her overt beauty that made her desirable. There was how she walked, how she carried herself with such a sensuous, inviting posture that it drove men to pursue her. Her wordless communication always urged them on, while with her voice she denied any intentions of sharing her wealth of sexual heat with anyone.


  But then that was until Derrick St. James. Derrick didn’t listen to her words, he simply did what her body was asking for - and he didn’t stop until the deed was done. It didn’t matter that she cried for him to stop when he raised her skirt and pushed her over the old hollow log by the pond. Despite the way she squirmed and protested he pressed on, knowing that behind her cries were her true intentions. Even as she wailed and moaned, her ripe body was teasing him with little restraint. He figured he’d given her enough preliminaries, enough tender kisses and caresses to her feather weight arms to which she daintily gasped like a lady might. No. No more kisses for Miss Holcomb. She wanted it right between her thighs, right in the wet spot he found when his rough hands probed her backside.


  She cried even more when he thrust home, tearing away the barrier to his pleasure—and hers. She swore that she would “see him hanged” as he captured her flailing arms and held them against her back as he drove his pelvis hard against her naked ass. But just as he figured, her cries turned to sweet laments and then to delicious screams of delight when she got beyond her mortification and hit her own erotic peak.


  When he was finished, he didn’t bother with sweet nothings whispered in her ear as if he really cared about her. In fact, he didn’t even help her off the old hollow log. Just restored himself to proper order, and sauntered away. The only sign that he’d been screwing a lady were the locks of white blonde hair that dangled over his tanned face. She gazed on him as she lay vanquished against the hollow log - too stunned to protest his hasty exit - and much too happy to bother.


  Jenny Holcomb spent the rest of her summer nights getting her sweet cunny humped by other lucky chaps who appeared for weeks or weekends at the Grand Hotel. Had she known what she was missing, she might have lost her virtue years before. So much for one stubborn virgin.


   


  Winning the challenge of the Jenny Holcomb’s defilement was quite a triumph for Derrick St. James. It might have been the event of the season except that his conquest was eclipsed by a much more auspicious event than even Jenny’s lost virginity. There must have been something peculiar in the air that night just a few days after Jenny’s blood was spilled. Perhaps the young woman herself had loosened something in the celestial ethers when she gave up her chastity, or perhaps it was the full moon in the sky, then again. Perhaps it was just the stifling heat and the torrential rain that followed the thunder storm that made the whole Grand Hotel go wild.


  The revelry had begun in the hours just before dark, when the wind whipped the lake shore driving boaters back to land. Jenny was among the party-goers, as was Derrick. In addition, there was May Sweet, Kathleen Cook, Elizabeth Aldridge, two other fair maids, and, of course, the boys from the old Harbor Club, led by Jennings Criss. They were a surly, irresponsible lot, those boys. Most had flunked out of the University and were living off the good graces of their rich parents, kissing up to daddy only when it was necessary to get their next allowance check. There were those in their parent’s social strata that thought a summer at the Grand Hotel would be a harmless diversion for such spirited young gents. Obviously the old Harbor Club scoundrels thought something quite different.


   


  Derrick, fresh from Jenny Holcomb was in the Whistle Stop bar with the rest of his cohorts, telling his tales and getting plenty of notice, when Sage Parker suddenly hit upon a bold idea.


  “It’s no good for sailing tonight, perhaps we’ll give the girls some trouble, what do you say?” the freckle-faced redhead suggested.


  “Trouble? What do mean?” Ian Southworth wondered. He was the most cautious of the group. The lean young man was one of the few who actually took college seriously. He was studying to be a lawyer. He had that sharp, intent kind of look and darting eyes, something one would expect from a future barrister.


  “He means, let’s see what panties will come down tonight,” Jennings Criss answered for his friend.


  “You’re not going to get rough with them?” Ian asked.


  “No rougher than they want us to be,” Jennings answered again. He was sold instantly, his crotch leading him into uncertain territory; but then Jennings didn’t think in uncertainties. He was a cocky youth with a smile that never failed to please young women and a body he honed daily at the Hotel gym.


   


  A half hour later, the six boys from the Harbor Club were on the porch of the old hotel, politely courting the young ladies in question, even though there was nothing but suggestion in their casual talk.


  “You know the fairer sex are so bloomin’ modest,” Jennings declared, as the gathering of young people sat on the porch watching the sky darken while they listened to the rumble of thunder in the distance.


  “And why shouldn’t we be?” Kathleen replied, quite taken aback by Jennings forwardness. She loved the young man’s bold look, the dark locks of hair that were always perfectly combed and his face—aristocratic almost. Considering his heritage that was possible, but he was hardly a gentleman with a gentleman’s regard for decent ladies.


  “I think it’s because you have no real sexual prowess,” Jennings replied to her.


  “I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” Elizabeth Aldridge declared. “Men don’t own the rights to sexual satisfaction.” The fair-skinned brunette stood eye to eye with Jennings defying him to prove his point.


  “And how would you know?” Sage egged her on.


  Elizabeth was a bold charmer. There had always been the devil in her eyes, and a scheme in mind as nasty as her male counterparts. She had no desire to be undone by any man, let alone this worthless handful.


  May Sweet, not much for talking, sauntered seductively up to Sage and draped her arms around his neck, her pelvis moving on his like ivy blowing in the breeze.


  “Ooo, you want to start something?” he asked. He was surprised by the move, though he tried to hide his chagrin.


  “Only if you’ll finish it?” May said. The willowy blonde pursed her lips at the haughty young man then backed away keeping the kiss to herself.


  “What does that tell you?” Jennings chided. “Any one of us could have the whole lot of you in a night. But you, the sweet fair sex, would be far too exhausted or mortified, to last even a hour.”


  “My, how you boast?” Elizabeth chortled. “You think you’re so manly, so full of sexual talent. I think you’d better back your words with actions.”


  “And how would that possibly be?” he asked.


  “A contest perhaps?” Elizabeth postulated.


  “Contest?” Jennings repeated. “What did you have in mind?”


  Elizabeth thought for just an instant before she made her daring proposal. “A sexual tournament,” she stated flatly.


  “What!” Kathleen was squeamish from the outset. Her church-going morals were instantly offended.


  “Good god, Kathleen,” Elizabeth shot back, “we all know you’re not a virgin. That farmboy in Canada did you a dozen times last summer and you’ve been a pent-up priss ever since.”


  “Elizabeth!” Kathleen’s eyes shot fire, but that was only met by more from the inspired brunette. “But a sexual tournament?”


  “And why not? This place is an exasperating bore unless we’re getting it in our behinds. And just look at the night.” She cast her eyes towards the heavens in awe. “Look at the moon. Can’t you feel the air? It’s telling us to let loose, go wild, let passion take us for a night!” Elizabeth’s dark eyes gleamed in the light of moon, that had just peeked out beyond the swarming clouds above.


  May Sweet felt it. She leaned into a porch post, her body undulating against it as if it was a phallus that could enter her. Jenny Holcomb considered the wild notion as she looked towards the skybound orb with the same passion as Elizabeth. And even Kathleen could feel something in her loins howl like what she’d felt in the hay loft the summer before. The two silent maids at the end of the porch had stood arm in arm through the banter. At Elizabeth’s idea their bodies swayed in a carnal unison that caught the eye of everyone.


  The young men were completely mesmerized as if the women in their world had actually gone mad. They were stuck dumb for an instant wondering if Elizabeth would suddenly burst out laughing at the wicked joke. But she did not.


  “We’ll let the grounds of the hotel be our playground,” the brash young woman continued. “Not the interior. That would be unfair advantage for those of us staying here. Just the grounds …


  “It might well be raining before long,” Kathleen reminded her.


  “Then the boathouse and the old stone shed,” she countered back. “ They should provide enough shelter if we really need it. But it must be in the dark.” Her face lit up with another great inspiration. “And we’ll use the masks we used last year when we put on A Mid Summer Night’s Dream. They’re all stored in the hotel attic. We won’t recognize each other—like putting on a different persona?” Elizabeth’s dark eyes danced. When she swung around to deliver her plan to the crowd around her, her hair danced about her face as if she was a witch casting a spell. “And we’ll use the old robes from the play. That way we’re sure not to recognize each other.”


  The others stood in wonder while their hearts beat fast, and their loins felt that sudden swell of sexual need ignited as Elizabeth spoke.


  “But where’s the contest?” Jennings inquired, still not sure if he believed the sultry brunette.


  Elizabeth stopped short for a second, her mind still working fervently.


  “Exhaustion,” she finally said. “You say you can take us all, well then you have the chance. If you each do us all, then you win. If you don’t …”


  “We’ll be shamed forever,” Jennings jibed lightly, as if the task was a mere one and rather silly.


  “I think the idea’s grand,” Sage said. “But how to we know you ladies will tell the truth about who’s taken you?”


  “Bring along a pen if you like. Make your initials on our bodies when you finish,” Elizabeth returned simply.


  “And we’re all to succumb to this?” Kathleen wondered.


  “Kathy darling, are you a lady of substance or a sniveling ninny?” Elizabeth droned at her friend. “You haven’t had a man in a year. I would think you’d be thrilled. No strings. Not even the recognition. Just your pleasure.” Elizabeth’s devious smile could turn an angel in to a femme fatale.


  “But the marks?” Kathleen whispered.


  “They’ll fade.”


  “But if they can’t recognize us, how will they know they’ve had us all?”


  “We’ll make the masks all different, silly. We’ll pick six male and six female,” Elizabeth continued. “But, of course, all this is a wasted effort if these men don’t want the challenge.” Her eyes danced again in the dying daylight, becoming more devilish with each piece of the plan falling into place.


  “You think I’d back away from a good night of fucking?” Derrick asked.


  “I think we’re all in,” Jennings agreed. He looked to the other five, to Sage, to Derrick, to Ian, as well as Bryan Forbes and Hanley Studevant who’d do most anything Jennings did. Then of course this was a fine plan considering that they’d had their eyes on the two sensuous maids who’d remained quite silent, but quite interested, through the whole discussion.


  “Good, then the plan’s been set,” Elizabeth returned happily. “We’ll meet at the boathouse at ten. It will be dark then. May and I will get the costumes.”


   



  Elizabeth refused to let the ladies carry lanterns. She said the light of the hour was all they’d need. The six boys from the Old Harbor Club carried their costumes to one end of the massive building, while the ladies doffed their dresses, slips and stockings, leaving them in a heap for later. As they were naked, for an instant the moon shone in around them through the high boathouse windows. Six naked ladies looked like fantasy visions: their skin translucent, their hair like clouds about their faces. When the thin robes dropped down over their naked femininity, they six looked like angels dancing in heaven. But then the masks over their faces transformed them completely. They would not be easy to maneuver with. And though they seemed important at the beginning, they would likely be discarded before the contest was over. For a time however, they did make these youthful visions look like devilish pagan sprites.


  They began in the woods, six young woman running like wood nymphs, navigating in the black night by feel and sensation, skirting trees, and the men pursuing them until they were caught. Laughter lingered in the air when captured, their cries were raised above the mundane earth. Round bottoms bobbed impaled by pricks that entered these “next to virgin” territories and swam in juice of youth flowing from one to the other.


  After Elizabeth enjoyed her second arrogant prick, she lost her mask and costume altogether. Her dark locks loose, her hair shone in the darkness like a raven’s feathers, and her skin, so translucent, looked like a piece of the white moon.


  May, quite submissive next to Elizabeth, lay back against the green velvet earth and opened her thighs. Her lily white legs could be seen in the blackness waiting for one man after the other to roll her about the ground legs scissored for a body to body moment of pleasure.


  Kathleen, decidedly more reserved, whispered conditions to her lovers who promptly ignored them, and screwed her regardless of her reservations. She hardly let out a cry of protest.


  Hannah and Jolie, the twin maids, remained paired with each other, taking one man at a time, sometimes two.


  And Jenny Holcomb in her own style leaned back against the cold exterior of the old stone cottage with her pubis bared to taunt her passing customer’s like a street whore from the city. She took her lovers standing up with her back to them or her front. It didn’t really matter. Such was the way she remained in control.


   



  When the rain began, it poured so that twelve wet revelers moved inside the boathouse bedraggled, but no less willing to partake of each other’s flesh. By then it was an orgy of bodies clamoring for bodies. The men were nearly too limp to go on, but the ladies performed like the divas of their fair sex, dancing naked before their challengers, just as the rain danced on the windows around them.


  The six made a fairy ring and twirled in a jig while the men played with their used limp erections, waiting for another bout of energy to spur them on. Elizabeth, not content to wait for male assistance for her next moment of satisfaction, drew May into the center of the circle, and let her hands glide over the beauty’s fair skin. She pressed her lips to the pale translucent orbs of her friend’s breasts, and kissed her lips with lips slightly parted, her tongue reaching out for a gentle play. Her body moving against the sumptuous May, loins to loins, looked as if they were one in their dance, as if in the heat of their joining, the two were about to orgasm from just this easy waltz to the tune of the rain.


  And then, with the fiery ladies, waiting no longer for their gentleman’s pricks to finish off their pleasure, they all dropped to the floor—to the cushions and pillows that had been removed from the boats—and began to make love to each other in a clasping, mauling feast of womanly rapture. Entangled together, they moved like sirens from ethereal shores until their happy orgasms swam through them, and they raised their delighted cries to the goddess of their good fortunes.


  With the sounds of pleasure dying away, the six brave lads from the Old Harbor Club cautiously joined the women unsure at this point whether they were welcome in their midst. To their delight, they were received with open arms, their healthy, once again fat pricks, eagerly sought by the inner recesses of women in the midst of wanton debauchery. And the twelve made love on into the night the challenge forgotten. Even though it was clear that the ladies had won, hands down. They would never rub it in, at least not in a sarcastic way.


  Just for good measure, just as the light was breaking in the sky, someone brought out an ink pen, and as they had vowed to do at the outset, they signed their names on each other flanks and bottoms and breasts (on the ladies) as if they were making a pact for the future - uncertain as that was. The winds of change were beckoning them beyond this night to other nights in other places - some with men and women, and some without - and some far less happy than they were here at the Grand Hotel. This night would always be a night for their fantasies and for pondering, if it ever existed at all and was not some crazy dream.


  “To lust and love!” Elizabeth purred to her bevy of suitors.


  “To lust and ladies!” Jennings returned.


  And they laughed again and kissed again until they finally dozed at daybreak, reclining together in one rare heap of naked happiness.


   


  The ladies were shy in the morning, all but Elizabeth. Though she was smart enough to restrain herself even when she wanted to gloat about her victory. There were smiles, sweet and jolly ones, snickers and muted laughter, and eyes that contained wisdom and feminine self assurance it might have taken years to know.


  The six men in the morning were simply hungering for more, for a return to the dream night where the earth went wild and its most tame creatures behaved like savage spirits celebrating the gods of sex. And yet, for all their male bravado, they were six enlightened ones, who would take to their graves a new respect for womankind born in that wild night.


   


  After that crazy night, the days at the Grand Hotel meandered on. They drank from the cup of sexual lust on many nights, but never as they had that night in the mid summer’s woods. And when the days finally reached September, it came with a bitter sweet parting. Each of the twelve knew that it could never be that way again, though they had no idea why this was so. When they hugged goodbye, and kissed lips, and the boys patted fannys to the sound of their ladies’ giggles, they suspected that there wouldn’t be another reunion on the shores of the lake. They suspected that they were saying goodbye to their youth.


  Oh! It had been a grand summer. One they’d never forget. A rite of passage perhaps. And yet perhaps it was more too …


  How could they know, how could then even guess, that just as the summer rambled on, there were dangerous rumblings around the globe. Little did any of them suspect that months later a war would begin on a foreign shore, and that the neer-do-well lady’s men, all six of them, brawny and full of spice, would be plucked from their easy lives and drafted to a different fate than one in the arms of plush scented women. Little did they know, that of the six boys from the Old Harbor Club, that had reveled with the delicate young women at the Grand Hotel, half of them wouldn’t return from the battlefields of Europe, two would return only half the men they’d been, and only Jennings Criss would come home a living robust hero—with a wounded heart.


  As the years would pass, for those that survived, this fact would make the summer of ‘41 especially sweet. And for six thoughtful young ladies, who’d become full blown women by war’s end, they could sit in their safe homes and wonder if maybe their moment of debauchery—that trek into the garden of erotic abandon on that wicked night—was nothing more than a kindly act of God above, blessing them with a summer of satisfaction, while they could still claim their innocence.


  A Kiss Of Never Forgotten Remembrance


   


  Spring’s nubile innocence has faded


  replaced by the bold presence


  and ripe fullness of summer.


   


  Swelling softness undulates


  beneath passionate fashions designed


  to stimulate the eroticism of life.


   


  Ancient rhythms vibrate


  in the depths of the earth’s loins


  as nature sways in succulent dance.


   


  Full bosomed and filled with carnal desire


  summer surrenders her ripe wanton treats


  to a host of untamed robust lovers.


   


  Summer writhes in passioned couplings,


  while throwing storms


  of deep rolling noise and brilliant flashing


  to the winds, in celebration of her completion.


   


  Laughing, loving, indulging in sensual ecstasy


  she pleasures in living her precious few days


  in devoted tribute to life and its full-bodied time.


   


  She grieves not for her slowly fading charms and waning days


  but greets fall’s chilling artist,


  with his pallet of brilliant colored death,


  with one last heated embrace


  and a kiss of sweet never forgotten remembrance.


   


  KH


  Love Letters


   


  “I want you to dominate me …”


  I let that sentence of your letter linger long in my mind. The implications are many.


   


  I recall a time when that was a paramount desire fueling my sexual fantasy.


   


  I wonder that you read my mind, that you could peer inside me so easily and see the desires that float through my thoughts when I think of you … and dream about our being together.


   


  Sometimes I think you’re swimming in me, an unexpected traveler in the universe of my body that harbors within it a thousand sexual fascinations. Are you that close to me that you can read from the list of my passions and pluck from them this particular one—especially when I have defined myself as submissive also?


   


  Dominating you would hardly be a submissive act. On one level we are so much alike, on another so different.


  I’m tempted to be jealous of the way you bow so easily, tempted to be afraid of the way you give yourself when I still resist.


   


  I have theories about why this is, but there is not enough time to explain. I’d like to do that someday when I’m looking into your eyes.


   


  I do wonder—since being so much alike, does this mean you want to dominate me too?


   


  Or will you be content to keep your place?


   


  You say you want me to dominate you, but do you know what that means?


   


  Do you know how I envision you crouched in front of me, your eyes lowered as if you’re flirting with seduction?


   


  You have no idea the satisfaction I’ll feel making you sweat, insisting that you wait until I’m ready. I’ll see you tremble, see goosebumps rise on your damp skin—it’s fragrant like apricots you say? As you shudder beneath me, the aroma of you will waft in the breeze, the smell of apricots and the smell of sex there to arouse me.


   


  It would suit me to find something to punish you for. I delight in the idea of scolding you for disobeying me. Even if it is something minuscule, I can’t wait to catch you in an act of insubordination. Perhaps an unwarranted smirk, a look too gleeful, your eyes too proud.


   


  How would you fare under such exacting scrutiny? Would you attempt to be perfect? Or would you deliberately falter just to face the confrontation and the consequences?


   


  Is there some driving desire in you to feel the wrath of your dominant striking you down?


  How do you feel about humiliation? Would you be able to submit your body to punishment before the eyes of a dozen other souls who will think of you as nothing more than an inconsequential plaything? Would you be able to give yourself to their brutal desires before you enjoy even one kindness from me? Are you ready to be taken that deeply?


   


  Ahh! And what does it feel like now that you’re reading this?


  I know you blush. That shy smile appears on your face as you read these pages.


   


  I know your skin crawls prickly.


   


  And I know between your clutched thighs you’re wet. Your shaved cunt glistens—then again, perhaps your thighs are not clutched together at all. Perhaps you’ve splayed them wide as you lie back on your bed and read this letter, your fingers, or maybe half your hand, trying to make their way inside you like a cock.


   


  So how do you envision punishment?


  Do you see yourself whipped, tied up, scourged, bound to rafters, or lying affectionately across my lap?


  Or are you shocked that I even ask you?


   


  I’ve been looking through catalogues to find just the right tool to use on your ass. There’s one I’m particularly fond of, 14” long. It’s referred to as a tawse because the 2” wide leather end is cut in three fingers at the end. I imagine the sting will be sufficient, as long as I lay it across your flesh with enough force. It is suppose to be the right length for over-the-knee corrections. I suppose that’s how I imagine the first one—over my knees.


   


  I can’t get away from the intimacy of that kind of punishment.


  You in all your nakedness, your arms dangling in front, your legs in back, your breasts dangling down as well.


   


  I imagine you there, my right hand stroking your back side before I pick up the tawse. The smell of apricots and sex. The molten musk of sex will reach my nostrils. My hand will feel the soft hairs of your skin as if they are feeling fuzz. You would think it some prelude to a climax the way I stroke you. In me there will be a twin climax beginning…


   


  But no! We’ll both have to wait—wait for our orgasms until the proper preliminaries are over.


   


  I’ll stroke your skin until you are writhing on me. I’ll make you part your thighs while my hand moves down your cleft to the juicy center of yourself. Four fingers would be pushing their way inside your dark swamp. I’ll watch you wriggle, delighted. And with my fingers wet, I’ll pull away from your vagina and dampen your nether door. My intention is clear.


   


  Of course you already know that you won’t get away without being violated in your ass. No matter how scared you are of that or how much you try to hide your desire. That is a substantial part of a submissive’s lot to be debauched completely.


   


  I’ll only do half the act, of course, but it is enough for me to prepare you for your true master. Be assured that he will be intimately involved with the preparations, and I’ll follow his instructions to the letter. This first intrusion in your ass will be just a little tease for later. The real purpose of this moment is to see your ass burn red as I spank you for the first time.


  After I’ve managed to prick your anus, and once I’ve had the satisfaction of hearing you gasp and watching you squirm because it feels so uncomfortable, I’ll pull my hand away and take up the tawse.


   


  Oh, how I’ve imagined the moment, the globes of your rear bobbing before my eyes, the anticipation so dear we’re both frantic to see it to the end. I’ll be smelling leather. Its aroma is as dear to me as apricots and sex. I’ll let your nostrils smell it too. (Maybe even before I’ve lifted you to my lap, I will have allowed you to handle the piece, to lick its cool surface with your tongue. Oh, but I digress …)


   


  In my mind now, you’re poised over my lap, your fair cheeks clenching and relaxing in anticipation. And I, with the tawse in hand raise my arm like an angry mother and bring the implement down on your buttocks with a snap.


   


  You jerk and there is a little peep from your lips. But just as I have experienced, you’ll know that first strike as heaven. I know that every millimeter of your skin touched by the sharp smack will tingle deliciously. Perhaps you’re not prepared for the pleasure of that first strike, how it amplifies every warm feeling your body generates. You’ll be seduced by the sensations, happily waiting for the next, and so I’ll deliver the next smack right over the first. You’ll jerk again as another rush of tingling moves through you, as you begin to suspect that this is not punishment at all, but just another way of making love.


   


  How naive you are to all these things and how devious am I who’ve been in your place many times, and realize the truth about punishment.


   


  Only when I begin to strike you briskly do you begin to understand the real truth. From luscious smacks to healthy jolts, you’ll find you cannot catch up with the sensations and the pleasure’s lost and there is only the burn. You’ll begin to dance on my lap, your soft mound against my thighs will bear down and even threaten a revolt. But you wouldn’t dare be that mutinous. You know you’ll loose my affection if you do.


  I’ll paddle you hard, until your ass is beet red, until I can see your creamy apricot skin roughed up, until you’re crying, pleading for me to give you your heart’s desire—some relief. I’ll paddle you until the emotion of dominance that flows through me has been satisfied, until the deep longing for this act has been rewarded with the flood of feeling that will run through me like fragrant waters quenching my thirst.


   


  You’ll be punished hard, like a naughty child as though this act of shame will atone for your lust. With this vigorous spanking, in your mind and mine, justice will be served. Before the fact, before you spirit my master from me to have for yourself, you will pay for your lascivious intentions.


   


  We all know you relish the thought of having my master, that you think of him as yours as much as he is mine. But we also know that despite my jealous streak, you two will have each other. And we also know that in a strange and perverse world, the very thought of the two of you together gives me a precious rush. I suppose that sex and desire don’t have to make sense.


   


  What this drama of ours gives me is insidious and delicious power. It brings out the dark woman in my soul, the haughty bitch and the sensuous siren, the woman that will haunt you, take away your sleep at night and your conscious thoughts by the light of day.


   


  You’ll pay that first time over my lap, and you’ll pay again and again, as often as it pleases me—and our master. It will drive you mad. But I’ll smile, for such lust will take us both to heaven’s shores. In the midst of all that darkness we’ll reside side by side with our darker selves and drink from the cup of sexual mystery and be in awe of what bodily thrills that drive us deeper down.


   


  You’ll pay for the right to have him. And in time, you’ll come to me and ask me for it. You’ll beg and I’ll tease, but I will give in.


   


  You say you want me to dominate you?


  I laugh to read that, but smile satisfied, knowing that I have settled that deep inside your loins.


   


  Because I Was Jealous …


  He punished me.


   


  Last night he took me to our bed and tied my hands above my head, then began to flail on me first with the razor strap. The long thick leather met my body’s skin, burning it with one blow atop another.


   


  I cried, but he refused to stop.


   



  “Open your legs,” he ordered, when I wanted to draw them tight together so that the leather couldn’t strike right down the middle of my ass where it threatened my pussy with its heat.


   


  I struggled. Each hit, each one capricious, scared me. Though the minute I’d snap my thighs together, he’d order it otherwise, in a demanding tone of voice I rarely hear from him. As often as he’s punished me this way, the fear never goes away. I dread the pain he inflicts on my pussy, and yet I desire it too.


   


  “Sway your ass for me, push it out!” he demands.


   


  I cry, “I can’t.” But he snaps the leather against the side of my thighs—sometimes equally as painful—and demands again.


   


  When I comply, I shriek once the leather lands whether the blow is painful or not. I can’t help myself.


   


  We’re not a pretty sight as lovers; there is a certain treachery about this kind of affection. Most would not call it affection at all. And yet I know that this gift he gives me is a far greater love than the tenderness of his kisses when it’s not kisses that I need.


   


  Because I’m jealous of you he punished me. At least that’s what he said. He chided me for being hard on you for loving him, for how I’m envious of the way you fill his mind with thoughts of you. He punished me because I fear you. He feigns anger, wields the strap and tortures me with it, because he says I don’t have enough faith in him. He acts as though I’ve offended him. I play along.


   


  What’s true is that all this talk of jealousy and punishment is just a game he plays. Perhaps my jealousy is real, and perhaps there’s really a piece of me that does fear you and the power you have to excite him with your submissive attitude. And yet, while my jealously may have a hint of truth, his anger does not. Why he whips me is not so much for him, as it is for me.


   


  He knows that I need reasons for such treatment. He knows that if he tricks my mind with the necessity of this chastisement, he will take my body deeper and meet its need. He’ll drive me down to the core of myself where the need for such abuse is great.


  After he flailed on my flesh from behind, blistering my ass so that I could take no more, he ordered me to turn over and raise my hands above my head and part my thighs again—this time leaving my pussy even more vulnerable to his blows. Taking a small leather whip instead of the strap, he began to work my body from breasts to thighs, laying on that stinging thing so it snapped and jolted and made my body writhe to try and get away. When I screamed too loudly, demanding him to stop with such a voice as to raise the dead, he paused.


   



  “You want me to stop?” he asked


   


  With the immediate pain dying off, I thought about the question, about the way my body felt. I let the stimulation, that tingling feeling everywhere speak to me. “No,” I replied to him and so he continued on.


   


  Such starts and stops came regularly for an hour. My only reprieve from the agony were those moments when he ordered me to service his hungry prick. And I did so eagerly, thinking the longer I worked his cock and balls, the longer the peace I’d have from the pain. I was hoping that if I were good enough with my mouth, perhaps I’d take him to the limit of his sexual peak, and going over he’d shoot his cum unto my mouth. Perhaps then, he’d stop the savage attack, perhaps then.


   


  The truth was however, I didn’t really hope for this. What I hoped for was more abuse. To find that point where the sensations begin to wash over me in waves, where I feel as if I’m floating on choppy water, battered and buffeted by the ocean, but still caressed by the water lapping over my limbs. Then, that state of contentment achieved, I’d feel the leather and the strap, not as tormentors, but as the powerful lovers that they are. And I’d feel my master next to me the implementer of a state of body grace. The more he continued on, the closer I got to that dear place.


   



  When we play this crude game of love, my master becomes a servant to my body’s need. Without restraint, without compromise, without listening to my outer torment, he takes me beyond myself to a place I could never go alone. And when our love-making finishes, when at each other’s hands the orgasmic wave is at last complete, I feel serenity, as if I’m in the middle of myself and I have no where else to go.


   


  Because I was jealous of you, he punished me last night.


   


  He tormented me with pain, refusing to hear my pleas. He gave me all that I asked and then much more. He punished me last night because he knows that the savagery and the pleasure, all ride the same ocean wave to the gates of paradise, where I find my place of peace.


   


   


  I Know It’s Dangerous Needing You …


   


  My body is haunted by the softness of your eyes and your caresses, and the way your skin feels almost too delicate to touch. For a woman who has known men and their staunch flesh, unyielding and firm to my touch, I relish the thought of your skin, of its rounded lines, the plump places and the lean, the way my hands will float over its surface. I think of its bouquet, the smell of apricots and musk. How I’ll drink from it with my nostrils and mouth, tasting fragrances that only exude from the sweetness of a woman’s gentle shape. Your hair about my face, caught in my eyes and mouth, its dark locks brushing across my skin, will make me laugh. I can feel that bubbling up in me. Such subtlety your femininity brings to me. Such careful and precarious passion.


   


  I long for those long walks you speak of, where we hold hands in the woods or on the beach, or when we laugh and giggle like school girls long into the night. And then in the wee hours of the morning fall asleep dreaming of each other until noon. I think of slumbering side by side with you, our hips touching so we feel each other’s body heat and remember sex and sensuality all night long.


   


  I long for baths where we blow bubbles in each other’s faces and kiss lips to eyes tenderly when they sting: baths where our slick bodies join, slide together and then slide apart, where we feel between each other’s legs, our tentative fingers becoming bold as we explore the deepest reaches of our femininity; baths where we bathe each other as if we’re preparing one another for a feast to follow.


   


  Once out of the bath, I long to dress sexy with you, in short skirts and low-cut clinging blouses, going out on the town like whores in heat. I long for hot sweaty nights where our hips move seductively, challenging men to look our way and lick their lips. In a smoky bar, your body close to mine, I’d kiss your lips and run my hands along your thighs up your skirt, see what eyes we attract, what devilish fantasies we can arouse with the guys in some seedy joint where nice girls never go. If I could have my way, we’d get passionate right there in public, flaunt the mystery of women before the appetites of men. They would wonder what we share, but only we would know.


   


  As I’d run my hand over your bottom cheeks, I’d raise your skirt enough for them to see your cleft. And if you bent over even just a little bit, they’d see all they’d need to see, your wet cunt pink and ready for penetration. I’d stroke you there and let them hunger. And later, when I’d lean down to kiss your breasts, I’d unbutton your blouse so the men could see still more of your chest and the globes of softness contained there. Oh, but we’d leave them longing. Hips sashaying side to side, we’d exit the bar arm in arm, winking as we passed the ones that lust and rub their groins because they ache.


   


  I long for moments that we revel in semi-public places carrying our sensuality with us like a cloak of protection, where because we are two, carrying on as one, we are more daring with our desires, exposing them. It doesn’t matter to me who watches, I’d revel only in the reality of who we are and who I become with you.


   


  I want to know you, to wrestle with your nakedness, to tear your mind apart while you climb inside of mine. I want to kiss you, hold you, bring you to tears, as you watch me shed mine. I want to walk where you walk, our thoughts joined, to skinny dip in the pools of sex where you take your satisfaction. I want to follow your mind along as you masturbate, tiptoe through your fondest fantasies. You’ve seen all mine or perhaps most of them. If only I could dwell in yours for awhile, the ones that scare you, the ones that make you buck against your invading hands, and the ones that bring you peace. I long to know you, my love, to be privy to all your secrets as they are revealed to you.


   


  I fear I long for more than you can give me; but I cannot deny what’s in my heart, what I think of most dearly when you come to mind and I say your name aloud or silently.


   


  Because I need you, because the desire is great, I fear losing you in the same breath. I fear you falling away from me, your desire carrying you elsewhere. I know that you can only be half mine, that you also belong to the world of men, to our master—that, like me, you’re divided, loving that hard form of masculinity with loins that long to be passionately taken and defiled in crude ways. I know that it’s dangerous needing you, that I tread carefully into your shadowy territories, afraid that with our love and lust, we’ll share hurt and heartache too.


   


  I know it’s dangerous, but I cannot stop the need. It burns in me, and arises from out of nowhere as a hungry beast needing to be fed. It makes me do rash things, think rash thoughts. It makes me crazed, a little demented, as if I’ve drunk too much wine and no longer have the power to reason clearly. It takes the woman of power that I am, and reduces me to little girl—vulnerable.


   


  I know it’s dangerous needing you, but I cannot stop the need. And for all the fear it brings to my soul, it will remain with me, my second cherished companion of desire.


  Take Me


   



  When I churn with anxious, noxious rhythms,


  when tranquillity evades me


  when my agitated nerve endings split with


  discontented madness … take me.


   


  Primitive savage come to me,


  scour me with full throbs, feelings of tightness,


  of well planted rhythms, life giving,


  life absorbing.


   


  Give me more then without hurry, in steady streams


  flow into me, with vigorous pulses


  Send me to beyond places


  where I cannot think, and I do not exist


  and there is nothing but blessed nothingness,


  cascading around my spirit to fill me.


   


  And when you lift me up, and thrust me to my beyond,


  beyond heaven’s bliss and earth’s fragrance,


  gentle me then and caress me back into the world of touch and sight,


  set me down softly on pillowy cushions


  that I may breathe in the peaceful remnant.


  LD


  Spent Bodies


   


  The first casual glances


  now linger in spasms of ever rising tension


  as moments grow to minutes,


  and the once furtive exchanges, of eyes catching eyes,


  now stare with open and growing appetites.


   


  Pulses once calm


  now race to keep up with the lungs


  and their rapid but shallow breathing,


  the skin once cool,


  as it slept nestled against the body’s flesh and bone,


  now glistens with the first dew of heat and sensual arousal.


   


  Movements once limited to the eyes and their gentle probing


  are captured by hands bent on the exploration


  of the skin’s scenic and carnal paths


  that wind through erogeny’s extreme landscape.


   


  Mouths locked in explosions of sensation


  are silent except for the muted whimpers and groans


  that escape to fill the air with verbal heat.


  Tongues trace nerves that lead to overloads


  of lewd pleasure as their gentle lapping is mixed


  with the teeth’s sharp and wanton retorts.


   


   


  Poised emotions ride the pounding embrace


  of bodies lost in their final search


  of earth’s version of heaven,


  for God’s gift of physical completion.


  While visions and dreams tear free


  filling the mind with these pictures hand drawn by the soul.


   


  Drifting peace and the cool of emptied feelings


  entwine in this last ritual of surrender,


  as God and the souls kiss


  and gently whisper poems of love and peace


  to the spent bodies’ resting ears


  and hope they will be remembered.


   


  KH


  My gratitude to my lover, husband and partner in life for contributing his poetry to this collection. Lizbeth
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